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GRAVE DANGER TO PEACE

WHEN Sir Anthony Eden reg;

. world thought that Britaj .
ing could be farthgr frorrrll t%gltégrllltgasﬂ})emtem but noth-

tion. Sir Winston Churchill o ihis supposi-

. Y . ,t
at hlS. game, and his choic hoold w
Macmillan. The‘diﬂ”erence

gned, the rest of the

¢ has fallen on Mr. H
between Sir Anthonyagor,}d

and it is significant thay Mr.weedledum and tweedledee,

tained at the Foreign Office, Selwyn Lloyd is being re-

It is not likely that Britaj
. ! am and F
glir hvl}/;gélliggpt agam but they may doreverything to rob
the giving?n dz;?éc(if Syzieace and stability. Whether they
defy the {mrest ot (;)ngort to Israel and inciting her to

o ti i
time of writing this, Israe tme alone will show. At the

the Gaza strip. 'L has not yet withdrawn from¥

ance will go to

There has been i

! considera
following upon the Nehru- o
Is to be extended into the
enhower’s plan to use ar

Zgrgatgsgci)cl)]r; tw_ill defeat the very object he has in view. The
President h”es would be the first to appreciate it if th
had done ; t(ﬁ; tt(_J ?;Ct ttljr}c:ugh the United Nations as h:
. E ume o1 the Anglo-F . - !
sion.  Now, in counter-blast to thisrerrlggvisrﬁllé “Sovier

and the Chinese Premi
protection of the A?a?l)al ecré)u};at\rlfegledged themseives to the

rable surprisé in Asia that
Egsenhower talks the cold war
Middle East region. Mr. Fis-

ar-monger, is stig

........... 2 PN A Short S’ory

LOVE IS GLORIOUS!

THAT evening I bad to sit

very late in the office. I
had instrnctions from the
Manager to wait until 9 p. m.
for a wire from Singa-
pore. Ours is a shipingclear-
ance agency and being a raw
recruit as a junior clerk, my
geniors bossed over me and
insisted that one way to
learn was to remain in office
until the servants rattled
their keys. Usually I cleared
off by 8 but that day they told
me the telegram wouldn’t
arrive before 9.

The two servants were doz-
ing at the entrance, and I was
sitting in the hall, looking at
the clock now and then. My
only companion was Damo-
dar, the auditor, who spent
two hourse every evening at
my office. He did part-time
work, going through the ac-
counts of the day and would
leave the office with me. He
was & very well-built,
middle-aged m an, wearing
thick glasses. He would pore
over the books and seldom
talk.

T was reading through a
bright- jacketed novel just.to
kill the time when Damodar
yawned loudly and .turned
towards me to speak. “‘Mr,
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By PADMA RAJAN

Venkat, do you know that
love is a glorious thing?
Why, aren't y ou married,
young man? "’

I was intencely surprised
at his manner of speech. He
was quiet and taciturn and I
never knew him to talk to
anyone about anything except
his own business. My colle.
agues usually referred to him
as & mummy. So I was
startled and it toek me some
minutes before I could collect
myself and answered him.

“Yes, sir, I married last
year. My wife and I are
living together in Moorthy
Street,” 1 replied.

¢] aM surprised at you

young man,” he remarked,
with a warming smile. 1
see you wasting the most
precious time of the day in
the musty atmosphere of the
office. Anybody would expect
you to take out your wife
every evening to the theatre,
the cinema, the temple, the
park, or the station. Aren't
you inlove ? "

I gasped. The man who
looked so sober and grave
rovealed now an unsuspected
side of his character. Hoe
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His blood boiled. ..

evidently had something in.
teresting to say and I was
eager to listen.

Y OU see, sir,” Ttold him,

“I happened to MAITy my
own paternal aunt's daughter,
You can’t call her pretty. But
she is attractive, if You can
sa8 the subtle difference. 1t
wouldn't be true to say that |
am in love with hep, But I
sm fond of her really and
Yashoda is devoted o me, [
am of opinion, sir, that when
relatives marry among then;.
selves love ig out of the
question. It doesn’t
even after marriage.
You agree ?"

come
Don't

“ You seem to be more ex.
berienced than your age war.
rants."” laughed Dawmodar. /|
can't answer that question
offhand though | wouldn’t
rule it out in a)} cases, A

SWeeping generalization
wouldn't be very wise. [yt

4

take it from me, Venkat, love
is a glorious thing whils it
las‘s, though it may have the
duration of g rainbow.”

“Tam sure You know much
better than myself, sir,” I
conceded, “Probably you are
8OINZ to tell me about it,
either frop, observation or
Personal experience."

“You are a shrewd fellow,
Yenkat,"o served Damodar.
Well, 1

shall tell you the
story of a friend, His name
was Narsingh,”

By this time one of the ger-
vants brought ug two cups of
steaming coffee. We sipped
at them with considerable re-
lish in silence, The auditor
took out a spotlessly white
kerchief from his pocket and
carefully wiped his mouth,

Narsingh was a company
promoter in those days (be-
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gan Damodar). He was your&g
and energetic and very han -
‘some, too. He was earning a

decent amount and after send-
F’ing a regular remittance to

his parents who were 1'951'&1;)%
in a village near (ﬂmtmk u,
had enough money to } ef‘p
himself in comfor_t,' Het me,A\,\;
his money on h‘lend.?' (;uth,
drinks and was determme'1 o
remain a bachelor unhll‘a‘
pretty lass from Malabay
changed his mind.

e and,
NTI was her nam ‘
E&me to it, she was radiant

- a:r'::v‘;‘

with beanty and health. She
had a dazzlingly fair com-
plexion and trasses of hair
that reached below her knees.
And, wlen she smiled, young
nan, shewing two  perfect
rows  of  pearly  teeth, she
could hypnotise any man. St}e
wus working as a nurse in
the local HMospital, a:nd
Narsingh often .had vccasion
to go there with a frle.and
whose wife was undergoing
treatment there for weeks.

One dark niglht, as Nax':-
singh  was waiting for his

10 see the two making love.,..
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fr.iend to come out, he saw
his dream girl sailing with all
her grace across the road to
reach the other wing of the
Hospital, when & huge car was
racing recklessly towards her.
She would have been knocked
down had he not seized her
shoulder with his right arm
and swung her back to the
side-road, For just one mo-
ment she glared at him in
burning anger but then she
realised that he was her savi.
our she turned a grateful
smile upon him in all its
glow. She admired also
the strength of his muscle
and the agility of his athletic
figure., Remember, Venkat
that with just one arm hé
had lifted this woman.

She allowed him to take her
to places. They met at the
hotel and talked over lunch.
They went to the pictures and
whispered sweet nothings in a
the dark, He waited for her
until she finished her work in
the ward and took her to his
owD room.,

BEFORE long they found that
, thpy were deeply and violen.
tly in love with each other.
This Narsingh was a cricketer
and famous swimmer and
had a fine, magnificent bo-
dy. B8he in her turn was like
a goddess in ivory, vibrant
with the spiri¥ of youth and
_onthusiasm. Free from the
inhibitions of caste and thae
tyranny of social conventions
sl_xe adored and loved
him. And the next inevit.
able step was taken when he

N/

married her before a registrai
and set up home.

HE -ellowed her to continue

her career in the Hospital,-
It being a non-official institu-
tlor}, the authorities took no
notice of her new status. But,
as they say, the path of true
love never runs smooth.
There were complications to
make them sad and miser-
able. Narsingh's  parents
strongly disapproved of this
marriage outside their fold
and they sent their friends
and relatives to the city to
persuade the young man to
desert the young woman and
BO away to another city.

Narsingh set hi
against this rlx;mve. Hl:mdefcalif'
ie_d that he would stand by

is beloved even if the whole
world stood against him. A fter
prolonged discussion and
argument, the community to
Which Narsingh belonged
ostracised him and the sad
mad parents were compelled
to disown their only son, His
remittances to them were
refused and returned, Nar-
smgh‘ knew that they were
:ﬁuvmg, He tried to send
i Sm money by a messenger
ut they would not see him,

His agony
unbearable
father died a

was made more

nv(;h:lrml first his .
en his mo-

ther. But he could not go fo

his own village and cremate
tl;em. They had the funeral (
OI paupers. With a stout heart
aqd s forced smile he put up
with all this suffering. He
woke up ome night to find
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K anti sitting on the bed and
weeping quietly. He gather-
od her in his arms, wiped her
gears with a towel and asked

?’&r whether he had done any-
vhing to offend her. She said
amidst her sobs that it was
heart-rending to see him suf-
fer so many insults and cruel
blows for the sin of having
married her and even begged
of him to abandon her and live
his own life. He covered her
face with his Kkisses and
forbade her to talk to him in
that vein. At last, she smiled
through her tears, leaned
" her lovely head onhis should-

;’r and went to sleep.

ATE one evening he stagge-
red home and threw himself
on the bed in a state of sheer
exhaustion. He had been
gwimming in the pool with
some of his friends for longer
hours. Only six days prior to
this incident he had recovered
from a severe attack of fever
and Dr. Anantan, the new
physician of the Hospital, had
E'warned him not to exert h.lm-
- gelf for a month and advised
bim to take complete rest.
He even suggested that the
couple might go to a hill
‘resort and spend some days
there. But Narsingh laugh-
ed, The fever had acted as
nothing more than a flea-
" bite, he said.

The next morning he found
that be couldn't get up. He
aeras running; temperature
gain. Kanti was alarmed.
She ran to the Hospital and
fetched Dr. .Anantan who
" diagnosed him carefully. He
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gave him an injection and
prescribed some powders. The
fever subsided after three
days and the patient recover-
ed his consciousness.

He urged Kanti to go to the
Hospital and promised to
look after himself until her
return in thenoon, She went
away, closing the door. Then
he made the most dreadful
discovery concerning himself.
He could not get up. His
right arm wouldn’t move. So
his right leg. What could be
the meaning of this, oh lord?
He gave himself a violent jerk
but he would have fallen from
the cot bad he not steadied
himself with his left leg and
left hand. A nameless fear
gripped bis mind. Perhaps
he was going to die in a few
hours. He shouted the name
of his bloved though he
knew she was away in the
Hospital. Then another cruel
truth dawned on him, There
was no sound issuing from
his mouth. His tongmue
wouldn't move, He remem.
bered well thathe had spoken
to his wife in clear, ringing
tones two hours ago. What
had happened now?

HE then realised itall in a

flash. He must have had a
stroke after his wife’s depar-
tuce. The right part of his
body, as a result, had been
paralysed and he couldn’t
speak! By God! What had
he done to merit this
punishment on the earth?
Could it mean endless, etarnal
torture of body and mind?
Uptill a few days ago he had
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gloried in his splendid, he.
man physique that w’omen
a@mlred. What of hig own
wife, the fairest of the fajr
& beauty queen among wo:
men? Would she stil conti.
nue to love him? Did his
parents in their misery lay a
eurse on him? No, pg, Perish
the thopght. He knew they
Io_ve_d him to the last but were
victims of ciroumstances be
yond their control angd had tc;
toe j;ho line with orthodox
opinion. He 8Wooned away,

WHEN he woke up far into the
night he found himself in

» hospital bed with Dr. Anan.
?‘an 'bonding over him,
Don't worry, Narsingh,” he
sssured him. ‘Yo a3:e in
safe hands here, and we wil]

do everythin
g to s
Your recovery,” peed up

mTﬂl};?i he left.
Ulled sounds of some

Weeping. . He found tk?a? ni(:
was ?us wife. Her face was
red like a ripe tomato and her
eyes were like eternal foun
ta.lns.from which tears wex;
gushing. He reised his left

h
.ﬁf&mﬂf} Patted her on the

Weeks rolled into
, ge bhad indeed 1o c?&?tth;f'
u m. The Hospital authori.
188 were most considerate
and sympathetic towards him
I. Anantan and two ex:
perts examined him at regular
ours, but they gave up after
eaght. long Wonths. They
sdmitted the uselessness of
the groatment and  gdviged
Kanti te have him removed

8-.’-.

He heard

She herself readily agreed*o
their Suggestion as having 0
Work in the Hospital with an
siling husband in it proved,
too much for her, '

_Bac'k in his old bed, Nﬂg‘
8ingh’s mind became more
alert and he began to think
furiously. How long was he

to drag op this miserable '
His savings had .

existence ?

®en exhausted and he could
depend gnly on bis wife’s
income., This wag shameful
and humiliating, his having
to be fed by hig wife.

'lthat.; evening, he witnessed
gn.lflcldent that sent his blood
oiling, Thinking that he

Was sleeping, Kanti had gone”

to the outer room and was
talking in a low voice with 8

visitor who was none other

than Dr, Ananten. He laid

his hahd on her shoulder and.

Whispered something to which
she modded her head. Nar-

singh  wag watching them-

through the window. The
octor suddenly took her i
tgs arms and kissed her on
¢ lips. Then they moved
Away from the window,
into  the interior of the

room and he left her after
a time. :

NARSIN_GH felt the blood -
bounding inhis ears and the .

heart threatened to rst his
body. This was a.nbl;utraﬂ
he could not bear, So this
woman was no better than 8
slut who would sell her

charms to any male bidder !

Then he thought of a plan:.
When the door opened and
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Kanti entered he pretended to
be asleop. She called him
tenderly but he would not
open his eyes. She threw a
rug on the floor right under
the rim of his cot so as to
keep near him, arranged her
pillows and went to sleep. .

It was midnight. The light
had been switched off but the
room was bathed in a flood qf
moonlight. He opened his
eyes and slowly cast them
down. His wife was sound
asleep, and her lips were part-
ed in & smile. With careful
aim and a tremendous exer-
tion he heaved himself from
the bed and crashed down
towards the woman, She rent
the very ceiling of the room
with her loud shrieks and
struggled to free herself from
his clutches. With both h'1s
hand she grabbed at her hair,
suddenly got up on his feet,
then going back a few paces,
gave her a kick with his nght
foot that sent her knocking
against the wall,

BUT she wasa sensible wo-
man. She switched on the
light and gazed at her hus-
band through blood dripping
from her nose. A shock of
her lovely hair had been torn
and there was blood trickling
from her head as well. Pant-
ing, he stood against the wall,
in full control of his hmps,
his eyes blazing with
scorn and contempt for the
woman whom he had wor-
ghipped all these days.

She suddenly ran towards
him and humbled herself by
gripping his feet with both

INDIA MAGAZINE

her hands, unmindful of the =
blood that covered her face.
*“Kill me if you want, dear-
est '’ she begged. ' But say -
you have forgiven me., I
will never repeat it !”

Slowly he lifted her up,
wiped the blood off her face
and helped her to apply firast
aid. He spoke not a word but
he showed that he cared for
her, that he had forgiven the
woman who brought back his
life.....

DAMODAR lit his cigar at the
end of his narrative and
smoked on in silence.

" Where are they now?”
asked Venkat., ‘Do they
have children? Do they con-
tinue to love each other ?”

" They still live together, 1
know. But, you see, Damo-
dar had to go in for a new job.
But don't ask me more.”

The phone bhegan to ring.
With a curse the young man
went inte the Manager's
reom and took up the receiver.
“ Yes, this is the shipping
clearance office. Whom do
you want please? Thexre is
nobody here. It is nearing
nine. Kanti from the city
Hospital? 1 see. But there
is no one by the name of
Narsi. . . You mean, Narsingh
Damodar? Yes, wait a minute
and hold on the line. I think
he is here.”’

He came out towards the
auditfor smiling. “ My dear
gir, there is no need for you
t0 go on with that narrative,

—Please See Page 16
Y



HER LAST FLING

¢ ARE you going out now,
Prabha dear?" asked

. her mother, ‘I gee you have
- already taken your hand-bag

and umbrella. Have you for-

_gotten that your marriage is

‘coming off day after tomor.

row and that our relations are
arriving here by the midnight
passenger ?*’

Prabha smiled. “Mother,

_ the one great defect with you

is you still think me tg be
your baby in arms. Do you
forget that I will be thirty.
two next Thursday and that
I was till yesterday secretary
to the head of a biscuit manu.
facturing company ? How can
I afford to forget that T am to

. marry Maghnath, the wido.

- wer with two son by hias
- first wife, and that thereby I

., will be making my mother the

bappiest woman?”
“There, there, my darling,

you begin to mock at me

again. Don’t talk in that

strain. You sound to me as
. if your heart is not in thig
. merriags. You must be proud
to marry Maghnath, dear.

: Indeed, .any girl will be.
‘Though he is forty years, he

{18 very handsome and strong.

® is manager of the biggest

“ bank in the city and owns a

bungalow and a car. He
knows that you were running
around with th at blighter
Ravindran. All the sams, he

‘88ys he likes you immensely

and has promised every com.

10

fort to ma ke '
L ou
Hasn't he, darh’ngy‘?” heppy.

Prabha looked bor
od th
‘s‘he respectfully 1igte gueg(;x'

s, mother, Maghnath ig &
Very nice man and [ have al.
ready learnt to like him, My
only grievance iy that he ie
not guch a dashing debonair
chap ag Ravindran, He 3

oldish, too. But then pp g it

it is liks th ;
kettla blaek,e por call

and Lam having great diffi.

culty in hiding the gt [
gray in my hajy, sieaks of

Story By SIMHA

But you look as beautify]
ay as when yoy were in
your teens, my brecious dari.
ing. Whoever 3ays that m

daug}xter. lacks charm or aty
traction ig g blind fool,” eri ci
her mothar, ’ °

Prabha embraced th
e
Woman and laid her ch::g
sgainst hers. ‘T know ma-
tl}er,_l am the only beautify]
girl In your gyeq, Well

] the outskirt
the oity, where a fine Iginodt;i

picture is runnipg,

my friend, will be gvaitix%geef?x:
me there and she will return
with me here for a cup of tes
I am sure to be here twc;
hours before the arrival of
our relations, mother. Won'g
you let me have this last
fling, &g you may call it 9™
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“All right, Prabha, Bring
Leela here and we shall treat
her to cakes, fruits and tea.
I shall be expecting you by

“ 9 p. m. sharp.”

RATHER keen was Prabha’s

disappointment when she
did not find Leela at the the-
atre. But the picture was real.
ly superb and entertaining and
she almost split her sides with
laughter. The story revolved
round a middle-aged heroine
who wanted to marry a young
man. She covered her partia_.l
baldness with a wig of bair
and exerted all hexr charms
and blandishmegts only to
discover that the ‘young' man
was not so young. His false
denture which he had left in
the ' bathroom for cleaning
betrayed his age. But they
ultimately married, each
allowing for the other’s short-
comings.

Prabha remembered that
this was probably her last
chance to marry. In the
course of her career, first as
a stenographer and later on
as secretary she had met
some young men including
Ravindran and had fallen
head over heels in love with
them. She realised bitterly
how they had flirted with her
and let her down to marry
some girl of their parents’
choice. How great and noble
it was of Magnath to assure
her that he would never ques.
tion her past and that it would
be no concern of his. She
wil:hed she had asked him to
take her to this picture. He,
too, would have enjoyed it.
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The tower clock was strik-
ink ten when she hurried to
the bus stop. It had begun
to rain heavily but she put up
her umberella and was wait-
ing for the bus, looking wist-
fully up the road. She became
rather apprehensive when she
noticed that she was all alone
at the stop. She had almost
decided to walk back to the
theatre three furlongs off and
hire a taxi. The rain and
wind had become furious; her
flimsy silk umbrella could
hardly battle with them. She
still hoped that the bus would
come and pick her up.

Just then the glare of the
headlights of a small motor
car almost dazzled her blind.
She averted her eyes and in-
clined the umbrella down to
shut out the light. Then she
heard a familiar voice accost
her. ‘"Hey, Prabha! Don't
you know that it is 10.30 and
the last bus has gone to the
shed? Come on, get in, 1

say.”’ }IE(Z
IT was Ravindfan Calling to

her. He was sitting at the
wheel of his Morrie Minor
and had somehow spotted her
at the bus stop. She felt re.
lieved and with exaclama-
tions of delight hopped in.
“Thank you very much.
Ravindran, for this timely
lift. I had been to the ‘Regal
Theatre’ to see the new come-
dy but I shouldn't have sta-
yed at the refreshment bar
for half an hour afterwards.
That was a stupid mistake
and I missed the bus, as a
result, For old times’ sake,

i1



Won't you drive me home,
dear?”

She bit her lips at having
foolishty blurted out the word
‘dear’. Ravindran chuckled
and stopped the car for a
minute. ‘“You haven’t chan-
ged a bit, Prabha. You are
as pretty and vivacious as
you were five years ago.
Don’t you remember our mid-
night rerurn in a taxi in such
weather from Mahabalipu-
ram ? Come to the front and
sit next to me, won’t you?”

] AM drenched a little,
Ravin, and the back seat is
more comfortable.”

“That is all right,”” said
Ravindran, starting the car
again. "I will drop you at
your home in twenty minutes.
I shall take the new road that
runs through the fields and
save seven minutes. Any
news, Prabha? It is ages
gsince I saw you.”

“I am to be married to
Maghnath, the bank manager,
day after tomorrow. Aren't
you going to congratulate
me ?’’ she asked in a loud
tone.

“Ho, ho, ho!" he laughed
and turned back just for a
second, stretching his left
hand. It proved to be a dis-
. astrous moment. The car
skidded off the road, dashed
into a field. turned turtle and
came to a dead stop in a mud-
dy pool of water. Loud was
the woman's scream as ghe
was thrown out of the car
- while Ravindran knocked his

1%

head against the wheel and
was lying in a heap inside the
the vehicle. Luckily for them,
the driver of another- car
which followed picked up
Prabha and extricated Ravin.
dran,  With the help of a
farmer living in a hut on the
road-side, he went for an am.

bulance whirh rushed them to
the hospital.

Three hours later Prabha
recovered consciousness but
was still too dazed to realise
what had happened to her.
The doctor who was a tall
man with a kindly face told
her that she could go home
after two hours or in the
morning if she preferred.

" What about Ravindran 2"
§he asked, suddenly recollect-
Ing the accident,.

“ Ah, the young man 9"
grunted the doctor. ‘‘ He has
not yet regained conscious.
ness, madam. Something has
gone wrong with his spine, I
think. But I am sure his
life is not in danger. He may

ave to remain in hospital for

w_eeks, I presume you are
his wife 9"’

How embarrassing it was

for her to tell the doctor
that she was only a friend of
Ravindran ? She was blush-
ing and stammering as
she was replying to the thou-
sand and one questions that a
police Sub-Inspector wag
asking her about the details of
the accident, her relationship

Wwith the young owner of the
car, and soon.

(To be Continued in March issue)
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To see the Land of Nod, you

need not take any special
train. You need not spend a
pie to get there. It is here,
there and everywhere. TFor
those who want to go into
that land, where no caste,
creed or colour restrictions
are observed—all they have
to do is, fo give a couple of
yawns and relax, and there
they are, sailing gently, pea-
cefully along the spacious
hlghways of the country, till
they are rudely jerked back
into this busy world of noige
and unrest.

You can meet the subjects
" of King Nod, anywhere and
everywhere’ But for heaven's
sake, do not look into a mir-
. ror; you might find one there.
For the present, let us leave
ourselves out of it, and laugh
at the next person.

The moment you get up
from bed, till the minute you
lay down your head (no, not
. that second five minutes’ doze
which is apt to extend itmelf
- into half an hour or more,
_ but the night’s rest is what I

am thinking of), you meet

sleepy facee everywhere.

Those who have just got up,

rub their eyes, stretch their
« limbs, yawn prodigiously, and

othexwise try to accustom

14

themselves to the idea o
anothe'r. day of fluster a.m{
tur:poﬂ in this world of con-
fusion. And those, who do
not get up—Heaven preserve
hem from people like my
brother! If he gets up, he
wants everybody elge in 'that
Itxc;use to get up—immedia.
ey. From mild methods
like tickling the toes he
would go even to the e'xtro-
mes of pouring cold water on
the sleeper's h e a d..any
method would do to make
them quit their bed,

By SUDHA RANGANATHAN

EV;L‘N the coffes that is

g1ven to us is by a none-too-
wakeful wife, Probably she
would be thinking of the

pouring water...
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glorious days to come, when
there would be a daughter-
in-law (her daughter-in-law)
in the house who would be
getting up in the morning to
prepare the coffee, and she,
the mother-in-law, would be
taking it quietly in the bed.

LET us go out for a stroll in
the streets. We see people
rushing about, to the markets

"carrying bags, to the corner

store for condiments urgently
needed, to the newspaper-
stand to buy the morning
‘news’, children rushing next-
door to ask a classmate
about the homework they
have forgotten — every one
is rushing. Have you
ever sezen an early morn-
ing saunterer? E ven the
grandfathers who want to
take an early morning walk,
rush about briskly. But,
appearances are deceptive, If
we would but look closely at
them, we can see the balf.
closed eyes, dreaming how
cosy it would be to go back to

in office...!
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their beds and cover themsel. °
ves with the blankets to shut -
out all this hubbub!

Even offices and schools are
not immune to the attacks of
King Nod, or should we call .
in the allurements of the .
Fairy Sleep ?

“ O sleep, it is a gentle :
thing, Beloved from pole ;
to pole!

To Mary Queen, the praise .
be given!

She sent the gentle sleep 'ﬁf‘
from heaven .

That slid into my soul.”

THERE are innumerable tales :"§

about clerks having been

caught napping, and as many
about the officers, having their
‘forty winks’ in the midst of
conferences. There are count-
le ss occasions when the
flower of the nation, the youth,
bas been caught relaxirg in
the arms of Morpheus. In
spite of the dark glasses that
some students wear to evade
the professor from detecting
their closed eyes, their heads
give them away. King Nod
demands of his subjects that
they should bow their heads,
frequently, in submission, as
a token of their allegiance to
him, whether they are sitting
or standing. Ha! the profes. -
sor's eye has caught the head
nodding and he says, ‘‘Out of
my class with you !”’

And, then, have you seen
the cartman on the village -
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e

© road sleeping against the hays.

loads ¢

On the road ...

ALL this, of course, comes to

to people who do not want
to'go to sleep at that particular
moment. There ars people
who court sleep, and this
beauty eludes them presisten-
tly. They have to take pills
on pills,;.count up to five hund-
red sheep, and read books,

, massive volumes of them,
before they can even doze for

a minute. Why go to elders?
Man is a perverse cresture
from his childhood. Look at
the babies!| When you want
them to be awake, they just

. 8praw]l anywhere and start

snoring. On the other hand,
the minute you want them to
slgep, you cannot get .even a
wink out of them. Any par-

‘ent can vouch for the authen.

ticit_y of the above statement,
I think it was an irate mother
who coined the popular nur-

"86ry rhythm :

Hush-a-bye baby, on the
tree top

When the wind biows, the
cradle will rock;
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When the bough breaks, the
cradle will fall,

And down will come baby,
cradle and all!

I think, most others, some-

time or other, do feel like
this.

OF course, all this is just

about entering the great
King’s land. Once you are
inside it, you are your own
master. We would all like te
spend our days drowsing and
thq nights sleeping, but our
animated world will not allow
it. In dreams we are our

own masters, and can dream
up what we will :

"It will be good or bad as
thinking makes it s0.”

And: “But I, being poer,
have only my dreams”,
Dreams are as common to
everybody as breathing, day-

dreaming as well as dreams
of other kinds....

LOVE IS GLORIOUS !
—Continued from page 9

So you became an auditor
after you recovered from the
stroke ?"’ grinned Venkat.
‘' Well, Kanti wants Narsingh
Damodar on the phone. Do
you mind ?*’

The auditor jumped and mo-
ved into the Manager's room,
saying, ' So that is that. But
I lost my weight and strength
after that illness. You must,
however, see Kanti. Come to
eur house with me one of
these nights and I will intro-
duce you to her.” (Copyright.)
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By ANNA SWAMI

sat before the huge
VIJ?n%rAror and, dabbing the
powder on her face, stud-
jed her reflection. There
was the suggestion of a ring
round her eyes but the spark-
lJe in them was unmistakable.
And when she brought the
smile to play on her rose-x:ed
lips her beauty glowed with
the effect of a flashlight on a
dark night, She adjusted a
rebellious curl on her forehead
and ran a co-
mb through
her glossy,
luxuriant
hair.

‘* Surely not
a bad figure
for a woman
of twenty-
five,” she told
herself. “1
am lucky thq.t
K:ishéla. lls
still so deeply
in love with me. How h.e
hugged and kissed me this
morning before leaving for
the office. Her young bosom
heaved as she reached for
the snow bottle. ) But she
almost let it slip to the
ground as she heard a
knock on the door. She start-
ed like a hare and stood up,
drawing her sari tight about
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her shoulders.,

“Hare Ram! Hare Ram!”
shouted a voice.

There was a hunted look u:
her eyes, and terror was wri
large on her face whlch_ had
been radiant with happiness
a few minutes ago.

‘ Hare Ram! Ram, Ram "
came the voice again.

She sudc}extm-
1y sprang inteo
a)::tion. She da-
rted into the
kitchen, filled
a big silver
tumbler with
rice, crossed
the hall where
she had atten-
ded to her
toilet, and op-
ened the outer
door, There
was a mendicant of thirty
years, wearing saffron clothes
and holding a brass howl, He
hada beard. He 139we.d
low before the woman. Tl}ls
ganyasin, Shankar,” hs s.ald.
pointing to himself. l_)rmgs
to you and the two chlld.x:en
and their father the blessings
of the great Nataraja, the lqrd
of Kailas. For the charity

9—Feb. 57 1w



.

that you so kindly dispense
to this wretched soul I invoke
the blessings of the Thiru-
pmrthis. , And may your tribe
increass.” ,

Two old women in the next

house peered at the mendic-
?,‘nt fr’om their open veranda.

He is a young but learned
sanyasin, they say. Has
returned from a pilgrimage
to Hardwar and Banaras, He
comes to Vijaya’'s house very
often and accepts her gene-
rous alms. See how she pro-
strates before him. He reci-
tes u'sloka. now, closing his
eyes,’” remarked one of them.

“That is why her husband
gpts promotion after promo-
tion. They say he is drawing
a thousand rupees a month,”
uiq her companion. ‘ He ’is
a w1$iower with two children
by his first wife. It is five
years since he has married
Vijaya. His salary was only
a hundred rupees then But
th9 lecpnd wife i3 very reli-
gious and pious-minded

., though she is very fashion-

able. They are movi
Bombay, I hear.” eving to

“Poor dear!” said t“he fi
ear | rst
woman. ' Vijaya is dying to
have a child. She gives alms

to all the be 'S
bor howe bs ggars who call at

Vijaya and the mendicant
were talking in low tones
now, She had withdiawn a
little away from the door-

. step, inside the hall, and the

mendicant, too, had planted
ane foot across. They I;vant:d
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?avoid the gaze of the two
ags I have been giving
you all Lcan,” Vijaya spoke
to bim with a pathetic -ear-

nestness. "I may plainly tell

you that I have no money to °*

spare. Won't you
in peace? ' v leave me

“Is that fair9"
glaring at her, he asked,

. I'have been more than fair
O you, haven'tI? TLet us
face the facts squarely. Your
visits and demands a.r'e driv-
:ir(x)gwrlxlle ﬁ) & nervous break-
. ave yo i
me? " she askyedlf no pity on

“That depends upon how

much of pity you ca
(1) n h
me,"” he retorted. e

BY this time little Radha and

little Raj had come back
m school, swinging their
satchels and shouting merrily.

fro

" Mother,” called Radha
taza.ttlidtressmg Vijaya, ‘' Raj sa.ys'
: at_you are taking him to

he Exhibition, leaving me
alone. I won't come in unless
You promise to take me,”

Vijaya smiled. “F

. . t
will take us all in hisa::rr
dear. Come now, you two'
and fall at the feet of Swa.miji..

- He will sing a song for us

now.,”’

Shankarji sang a delightf
song, smearing ash ofl tl;l:
foreheads of the little ones,
and walked out of the house,

The children threw d
the satchels, munched c:l?el;
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,nd drank some coffee, They
vent out into the street agaln
o play with a gang of urchins.
[he cook, a girl of geventeen,
was busy tidying up the
citchen. Vijaya went to her
sedroom upstairs and sl}ut
nerself up in it. She buried
her face in the pillows, and
wept bitterly and long. Her
body Wwas convulsed vqth
sobs. Oh God!” she cried
to herself- ‘‘What have I
done to merit this punish-
ment?”’

SHE sat up on the bed after &

time and wiped the tears
from her face. She leaned
against the pillows, thinking
bard. And the past came un-
reeling 'before her mental
eye. She sighed for her dear
old mother. If only she had
been alive she would not have
been in this'terrible mess. She
was such a cautious and care-
ful woman who would grapple
with any crisis and easily
tide over ite With the money
gshe had saved she enabled
Vi'aya to complete her high
school course even though
her father had died years
ago.

At seventeen she was mar-
ried to Shamaji, a handsome
young man. You could say
it was & love marriage. They
were neighbours from child-
hood. His mother also was a
widow, though with some
means, and she was a good
friend and companion - of
Kumudhini, Vijaya's mother.
The boy and the girl had often
played together. And when
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she was at school he helped
her through the lessone. One
night Kumudhini casually
entered the room where the
two were studying for the
final examination. What the
old woman saw took her
bresth away, Vijays was lear-
ning her first lessons in love.
She was clasped in the young
man's arms, and he was fier-

cely kissing her on the lips.

But Kumudkini was disc-
reet. She knew that if she
made any noise or shouted
abuse at them the neighbours
would gather round and crea-
te a scandal. She went
direct to Shamaji's mother
and after apprising her of the
love affair, demanded that
her son and Vijaya should be
married off. She agreed that
the wedding might be celeb-
rated after the examination.

The marriage came off and
Kumudhini did all she could
to make her daughter and
gon-in-law happy. She enab-
led them to set up home
separately and gave her
daughter liberal monetary
agsistance. Shamaji was
working as an assistant cas-
hier in the bank and Vijaya's
mother gave him a good part
of her savings for a deposit
before he could get the job.

THE young man and the

young woman were ardent-
ly in love and Kumudhini was
happy that she could die in
peace now that her daughter
had a strong and resourceful
man to protect her. But this
hope proved to be illusory.
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One night Shamajt failed to
return home and the next day
the bank authorities and the
police were hunting for him.
Their disclosures were alarm.-
ing. The young man had
misappropria t ed Rs, 10,000
and decamped with a woman
of doubtful reputation. The
wires were buzzing and police
stations in the State and out-
side had been alerted.

KUMUDHINI was a miser-

able woman. She deve-
loped heart trouble and knew
that she would not survive
this disgrace. Even assuming
that Shamaji returned, the
police would haul him up
before the court and put him
in jail for at least three years.
What chance was there for
him to retfrieve his position
and make a success of himself?
Nobody would give him a
job and he could never
make himeelf decent again,
not to speak of giving his
wife the happiness and com-
fort that were her legiti-
mate due. She was already
condemned to a life of wret.
chedness and misery. Suppos-
ing she came to have children
afterwards? It was unthink-
able.

Already the old woman had
lost most of her money.’ But
her resourcefulnesss never
failed her. She promptly sent
her daughter to a teachers’

training school in the city

fifty miles away from the
town and paid her hoste! and
other requisite fees in advance.
And she died quietly a few
months later,
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When shé completed her
tramlpg Vijaya became tea-
cher in a girls’ school. Her
smiling face, cheerful appear-
ance and soft-spoken manners
ensured her popularity with
pupils and colleagues alike,
But she practised a deception
which her mother had engi-
neered while she was alive.
She had been readily taken in
by the authorities of the train-
ing school and given all facili-
ties when Kumudhini pleaded
that her daughter was widow-
ed. _And all her friends were
gushing with sympathy for
Vijaya. It would not be
wrong to say that the young
woman herself began to ima-
gine that she was a widow.
Since two years had elapsed
and police efforts to track
down Shamaji had totally
failed, he muat have committ-
ed suicide, she was sure.

AND love came again when

she met Krishna who ap-
proached her one day with a
request that she should coach
Radha and Raj at his home,
He was a widower with these
two children left by his dece-
ased wife. His income at
that time was mnot much
though he had considerable
ancestral property. He was
working in the Branch office
of an all-India industrial

firm and was slowly pushing
his way up.

Within a month after theiz
meeting Krishna and Vijaya
were married before a regis-
trar. As his career progres-
sed Krishna was transfered
from one city to another. Of
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sourse, Vijaya had to forsake
her career but she did not re-
gret this change in her new-
found happiness. Since very
few were aware of her past it
was generally thought .that
she was married as a maiden
like most other girls. .}'Ier
husband’s influential position
and wealth engendered this
impression.

T in Bangalore, one day,
B Vijaya had the fright of
her life when a sanyasin stol,e
into her home in her husband’s
absence and asked for alms.
She stared at him for full two

¢ minutes. The fungus on his
* face and his saffron clothes

did not deceive her. It was
Shamaji, her husband, posing
like this to elude detection,
and assuming a new name—
Shankar Swamiji of Kailas.
He had found out all about
her, he said mocking}y. But,
of course, she had 1nl}emted
some of the ready wit and
resourcefulness of 'h er
mother. She knew Krishna

« would throw her out into the

street if he made this dis-
covery. So she warned Sha-
maji that if he started to blab
she would go straight to the
police and tell about him.
The two then agreed to
keep their secrets but the
soft-hearted woman that she
was, she promised him all
possible help provided he
maintained this pose and did
pot take undue advantange.
‘Familiarity in manners, she
said, would arouse suspiclon
and ruin them both.

Krishna did not suspect her
INDIA MAGAZINE

when she told him of the
visits of a mendicant and her
offerings in the form of rice,
fruit and flower in order to
have his blessings. He smi-
lingly said that he had no
objection and even joked that
if she really wanted a baby
she was gouing in the wrong
direction. She clung to him
like a creeper and whispered
that new life was already .
stirring in her, and he held
her for long in 2 tender emb-
race, his lips seeking hers in a
long passionate kiss, She
then began to sob and the
tears came like a torrent down
her cheeks but she would not
explain her fears. Then she
made bold to suggest to him
that he should get a transfer
to Calcutta or Bombay and
he promised to comply.

SHE was alternating bet-

ween moods of joy and des-
pair. Shapkar was pestering
her every day and taking away
all the money she had. She
sold some of her jewels on the
sly and gave him more than
he wanted with the earnest
plea that he must drop out of
her path. But he came again
and again. Now and then he
assumed familiar airs but she
cut him short and was curt
enough to tell him off. Qne
day she even threatened to go
to the police station but he
was even more threatening.
He told her he would plunge
a knife into her body and run
off or surrender himself to the
police and make a clean
breast of it all.

He said many nasty things
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that acted like pins thrust into
a sore. The most humiliating
experience of man was seeing
his own wife living under
another man’s roof. No reli-
gion approved of this mons.
trosity of a married woman
living with another man while
her husband was alive. What
status would her children oc-
cupy? Was he (Shamaj) a
criminal whose hands were
stained with blood ? After all,
he helped himself to some
money. The cashier who took
a larger share of the stolen
amount was scot.free and
continued to hold his office
but he cleverly foisted the
blame on him. He was more
a cat's paw in his hands and
had to pay this heavy price
for that foolish and thought-
less indiseretion.

EVEN murderers and those

who committed the worst
crimes imaginable would not
brook the idea of their wives
turning faithless in their ab.
sence, he went on. He almost
spat at her and insisted on
having at least three hundred
rupees on the morrow.

She heard all his blistering
accusations and felt she
would faint away. But,
luckily for her, Radha and
Raj had returned from school,
and he. had to stop talking,
That night she made her
husband promise that he
would arrange for the trans.
fer to Bombay by telegram
and leave Bangalore in a
week. Krishna was intrigued
by her insistence but he was
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anxious that her moodiness
should not harm the unborn
child. He had such influence
and prestige that the bosses ab

the headquarters would oblige)
him to any extent. ;

AT noon the next day Shankar

Swami came with his loud
chantings but he had no need
to knock at the door. Vijays
wanted to dismiss him as ear-
ly as possible. She drew him
in and gave him a gold neck-
lace weighing five sovereigns.
and begged of him net to see
her again for at least ten
da.ys.. But he would not com-
mit himself and went off.

~

She closed the door and be- *
gan her toilet since her hus-
band had told her to get ready
for a visit to the Exhibition.
She was changing her sari
when thern was a knock on
the door. Her blood froze and:
she stood rooted to the spot..
But she smiled and ran to the
door when she heard
Krishna’'s voice. When bh®
came in he took her in his

arms and kissed her tenderly
on the cheek.

“ I have sad news for yow
dear. On the way Isaw an
ambulance van speeding 10
the hospital and learnt OB
enquiry that the Swamiji who -
came here so regularly... "

" What happened to him? .
Hope they didn't arrest him! &
she shrieked with terroX
stricken eyes.

“ Why should anyl;ody."f
arrest him " he asked. ~~ H
INDIA MAGAZINE:

k'l
R

Wwas run over by a mili't’ary
jeep and died on the spot.

““ Oh, Shankar Swami!” she
shuddered. ' So you have
come to this end.”

QUDDENLY she drew away

from him and looked calm
and collected. " That was
his fate and he couldn't es-
cape it, I suppose. God is
great.”’

“ T am glad you take it all
so coolly. I feared you would
be upset. And now for the
Exhibition. Are you ready?”
he asked.

‘' Yes, dear. Don’t you
gsee I am properly dressed?
But the darlings have not
come. We have to wait.”

He was about to undress
when there was a knock on
the door. Krishna opened it
to greet a Sub-Inspector of
Police. He saluted him and
producing a gold chain from
his pocket, said that it was
found in the jubba pocket of
‘a, mendicant, run over by a
jeep three bours before. They
had found the name ‘‘ Vijaya
Krishna't engraved on it
There was also the name of

the jewellers, which enabled

them to make a reference and
elicit the information that
it had been sold to Mr.
Krishna. Could they throw
light on the matter?

Vijaya was stunned for a
minute. Then she was quick
to reply, ‘Yes, it is ours.
Swamiji wanted a necklace
for use in his puja and since
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his prediction about me was
successful, I made him a pre-
gsent of my necklace—of
course, with my husband's
approval.”

X

Yres, yes,” lied Krishna.

" You must have to come to
the police st.tion some day
for claiming it if yonu
want' the Sub Inspector
remarked. He jotted down
a few notes in his diary and
departed.

T should have told you
about the gift on your arrival,
dear, but your news about
Swamiji’'s death upset me 8o0,”"
explained Vijaya with a
smile,

“I don't grudge that gift,
dear,”’ he assured her. “Don't
give anotber thought to it.
As for our shifting to Bom-
bay, that is settled, too.”

“No,” she said, “‘The swa-
miji’s death is an ill omen, So
cancel the arrangements, and
T would like to stay on in
Bangalore.”

HE laughed in embarrass-

ment. ‘1, too, like it that
way. It was your decision,
not mine, about the transfer
and I got orders by tele-
gram. Allright, I will wire
again, cancelling the ar-
rangements. Oh, women,
you are mysterious creatures
though we can’t get on with-
out you!”

For a reply, she drew his
face down tc hers and went
on kissing him till they were
out of breath. (Copyright)
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HOW TO HAVE A

IF you are among the lucky
few who were born with an
excellent memory, you need
not read this article. If you
have but to look at a printed
page to remember every word
on it—congratulations ! You
bave a skill for which millions
of men and women envy you:
a skill which may be innau;
but which, according to the
experts, can be acquired. with
painstaking practice,

Most of us, though, would
be satisfied with a merr(x)tl)lry
which would help us recall
‘the small but important things

quirks from total recall to
total forgetfulness or amnesia
tell us that the most import-
ant requirement in memoris-
ing 1s your being interested in
the subject to be grasped. A
child who is particularly in-
terested in history will have
no trouble remembering what
he has learned in the history-
plass while geography may go
1n one ear and out the other.
Facts _which were absorbed
by an interested mind will be
retained for decades, stored
away safely in a compartment
of the brain where they can be

TO OUR READERS |

Have you got a well-written article

on any subject ?

of everyday living. The
shopping list which has been
left at home. The letters
vghich were not mailed on
time. The house key which
has been mislaid. All these
can be extremely annoying,
If you meet an old acquaint.
ance on the street and can’t
think of her name, it can be
downright embarrassing.

GENUINE INTEREST

Psychologists who have de-
alt with all kinds of mental
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it in for our conside

If so, please send |
ration. |

fou%d easily, while **
Incidents a

o len re dropped
found.

boring"’
or stor-
Y where they cannot be

THE TRUTH

The same lack of interest
%ges for anniversaries and
irthdays which thoughtless

husbands may forget

ha_.ve reason to %e agflctl;:ﬁ
with 'phelr wives they may
us? this glevice to unconscio-
tx_s ¥ punish them, by forget-
Ing what they should recall.
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GOOD MEMORY

No wonder so many scenes

¢ centre around forgotten anni.

versaries. Women somehow
feel that they are the result
of a lack of interest—no mat-
ter how much their men may
protest !

VERY SIMPLE

So then, you forget what
you don’t want to rem_ernber
—_be it people or incidents.
But often you have to remem-
ber whether you want to or

. not.  If you are alawyer you
~ sannot choose to recall only

those clients you like and
forget the names of those
you don't like. The most
important point in this situa-
tion is that you can’t be ex-
pected to recall what you
never got straight in the first
place. The rapidly mumbled
name will hardly make any
lasting impression. Nor vylll
a handshake mean anything

% unless you are sure whose

hand you are shaking.

Before you do anything
olse, therefore, make sure
that you have the facts you
want to recall. If you didn't
get the name in the first place,
don’t hesitate to ask. Or, as
you say namaste you may
honestly admit you didn’t
catch the name tossed to you
by your busy hostess. The
*average psrson will be only
too glad to respect his name,
even to spell or write it for
you!
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By E. N.

So you've got the name—
and it was pretty simple at
that. Now make sure you
attach it to the rightful
owner. Here you need prac-
tice, You have seen the face,
you have heard the name.
Now make sure of retaining
the facts. A good trick is to
use the name right after yeu
have heard it.

Now the face. Get a close
look. Determine whether it’s
square, oblong, round. How
about his hair? You’ll be
surprised how little you
notice at first glance unless
you make a very conscious
effort to look and to observe.
Soon it will be only a matter
of seconds before you have
memorised an individual's
face and features and associa-
ted them in your own mind
with his name.

But what about that forgot-
ten shopping list? The house
key left in the wrong hand-
bag? Again you may have to
trick your mind into remem-
bering. Just as you are
about to leave the house, do
a mental review of what you
are planning to do. The store
is your first stop ? What will
you need there? The shop-
ping list, of course. Then the
post-office—have you got the
letters ? Finally, home—how
about the house keys? Get
order into your mind and

—Please See Page 32
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REFUSING to take his morn-

ing meals in spite of the
coaxing and persuasions of
his mother, Raman left for
the College of Technology,
where he was Lecturer in
Electrical Engineering. The
very thought of food was
nauseating to him today; and
he obtained a peculiar sort of
gratification in mortifying
himself with hunger, in addi-
tion to his inconsolable dis-
appointment and anguish on
account of his being disquali-
fied for the lucrative post in
the Railways, on which job
he had set his heart.

other prizes the universit
had to offer him, 7

Soon.aften he obtained his
degree in electrical engineer-
ing, he had accepted ay
god-sent, because of his acut

pecuniary circumstances, the

post of lecturer offered him by
h1s>a,lma mater. But he had
no intention of continuing in
this teaching job, as it was
poorly-paid and the future
prospects were unattractive te
one of his calibre. He had
planued' to appear for the
competitive examination held
Yearly by the Government

The morning’s post had
brought him a communication
from the selecting authorities
that his scute myopia had
permanently disqualified him
from being eligible for emp-
loyment inthe Railway
Service.

It was all the more heart-
breaking to him because he
had a brilliant academio
career throughout. His entire
university education was
obtained through scholar-
ships, He had obtained first
rank in all his university
examinations and won all the
gold and silver . medals and

2

for selection

. to the
superior Engineering posts in
the Railways because, if he
were chosen he could even.*

h_lally rise to one of the
hxghe.st Pogitions attainable
retruited for an engineer. To
bg fo; this service was the as-
piration of most engineering
graduates. And despite offers
of better employment else-
where, he had stuck on to
this job. because the work
was less taxing and offered
him considerable leisure to
Drepare for this examination
foy which there was always p
stiff competition.
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He appeared for this exa-
mination, according to this
plan. He was overjoyed when
he learnt that he had stiood
first in the written examina-
tion. But, unfortunately, his
plans miscarried. '}‘he inti-
mation of medical disqualifi-
cation was a tragic blow to
him, as he had built all his
dreams upon this job. As he
was now more than twenty-
five he was ineligible for
selection to superior engineer-
ing posts, especially in
Government, The expectations
of a glorious future now vani-
|hedgfor ever, and a bleak and
dreary one seemed to loom

It was his old classmate
Venu,who was beaming and
the in best of spirits.

¢“HuLrLo,! Raman Delighted

to meet you! Where have
you been hiding yourself all
this time?'" he greeted him, and
without waiting for the reply,
he went on, ‘‘Have you heard
the news? I have been selec-
ted for the Railway Engineer-
ing Service. Got intimation
today. Congratulate me,
boy ! " extending his big palm
for the hand-shake, Venu-
gopal announced brusquely,
bubblin g with excitement,
as if he could no longer

fj)ﬁor[ Jb{otg by

D. KRISHNAMURTHI

before him. He was grief-
stricken and sank in deep
despair. .

EXHAUSTED by the end of

day in mind and body as a
result of the day’s work apd
disappointment, he was a piC-
ture of misery as he got into
the suburban electric train
for his homeward jqurney.
He preferred travelling 'by
third class, because during
rush hours the higher classes
were equally crowded.

As the train started a pas-
genger rushed into the com-
partment and slumped into
the vacant space beside him.
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withhold himself from broad-
casting the glad tidings to the
whole world, particularly to
his friend Raman.

But immediately Venu saw
the glum and care-worn ex-
pression on Raman’s face, the
smile at once froze on his lips;
and dropping his hand, he
enquired in a low and husky
voice : ‘‘What is wrong with
you, Raman? You sesm to be
very ill. You look so pale.”

In bhis enthusiasm, Venu-
gopal had entirely forgotten
that both of them had appear-
ed for the examination. It
was astonishing that he was

2
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selected while Raman, the
unquestionably brilliant can-
didate, was not. Venu felt
that it must have beena
terrible blow for this brilliant
fellow, and he must be feeling
miserable.

SIMULTANEOUSLY, Raman

was also thinking about
Venu. That Venu who had
never been more than average
in his studies, should have
been successful where he had
failed, was intolerable to him.,
An intense pang of envy now
shot through him. He raged
against bhis fate and was in-
dignant that a great injustice
was done him, Raman now
realized that by burning the
midnight oil he had foolishly
ruined his eyes, which had
set at nought all his brilliang
academic career; prizes and
ranks were too high a price
he had paid for his eye-sight.
He would be glad to exchange
all his medals and first rank
for Venu's perfect eyes,

When he turned to have a
good look at Venu, who had
been silent all this while, he
saw him staring at & shapely
and attractive girl of about
twentv-five, seated opposite
them. Venu was so engrossed
in the contemplation of
this beauty, that he was
oblivious of Raman’s presence
beside him. Raman had no
wish to disturb the game of
hide and seek going on bet-
ween Venu's eyes and hers.

Raman now glanced at the

-man seated opposite to him,

for there was a strange and
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queer air about him. He
was about forty—thin, dark
and small, and had a timid
and frightened look. He was
badlydressed in a jubba

and dhoti, his hair unkempt 1

with streaks of premature
gray inthem, and nearl y
a week’s growth of unshaven
beard. All these suggested
?hat he was very poor, pull-
Ing on a hand-to.mouth life.
His poverty was sad and
pathetic to Raman. He also
noticed that he had only one
eye, the other eye being blind.
This blind eye was small and
shrunken into its socket,
leaving a pit in it, as in
persons with congenital blind-
ness,

RAM saw his good eye star-
Ing at him fixedly, The
steady gaze of the single eye
upon him gave Raman an
esris, uncanny feeling, and
scared him, as if he were
beingscrutinized by a non-
human, animal eye with
secret malice and evil intent
in them, There was a look of
Inconcealable spite in that
face. It was inconceivable
to him how he¢ was the
cause of evoking such a
sentiment in this stranger,

A little thinking seemed
to bring him comprehension,
Raman felt assured that this
man bore a grudge against
hlm,. and was envying because
of his good fortune in being
blesed with vision in both
eyes. And'the reasons were not
fa.r to seek. Raman was cer.
tain that his lack of sight in

INDIA MAGAZINE

~

.. poverty,

one eye (a serious handicap to
one's education and securing
good employment) was the
contributory cause of his
This blindness had
not only marred his looks,
but had also dragged him into
poverty, with all its depriva-
tions and sufferings. Life-
long, he would ceaselessly
curse his fate for this grave
deficiency in him, which was
to him the cause of all his

woes. How he must have

"wished bhe had sight in

.

%

both eyes, and imagined that
all his afflictions would
vanish, as if by magic, if only
he were to be granted sight in

the other eye as well! How
he must be envying Raman
for possessing what he so
cruelly lacked! Little could
he have imagined that the
very person who he thought
was fortunate and happy,
was in fact sorrowing be-
cause of his short sight,
which bad barred his entran-
a glorious future of
position and happi-

ce to
wealth,
ness!

THE train now stopped at an

intermediate station, and
a blind beggar, guided by a
girl of about ten, got into
their compartment. As soon
as the train started, the beg-

The two friends met. . .
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gar and the girl began wailing
in unison, ' Blind beggar,
Sir, One pice, Sir'’, in piteous
and compassion-evoking
voice. After passing the
other passengers, they reach-
ed Raman's seat, The girl
now guided the outstretched
hand of the beggar towards
Raman's opposite passenger-
the one-eyed man, The beg-
gar's thin, withered and
palsied hand was thrust
almost into his face. And
the beggar jingled in that palm
a few copper coins, wailingin
the self-same refrain, ‘‘Blind
beggar, Sir, One pice, Sir.”
The man tried to ignore the
beggar's importunity for quite
a while. But the beggar
"persisted, and asked for
alms, louder and more piteou-
sly, Then slowly, as if in

e S N N o S e

3

HOUSEMAID (to author): “Shall
I make one clean sweep of these
papers you have written, or will
you throw them away, as usual,
after the postman returns them?™”
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anger and exasperation, the
man turned his head and
glared at the noxious creature.
The one-eyed man now gazed
fully at the pox-scarred
-face of the heggar, and into
those sightless eyes. Then
gradually the expression of
wrath in his face vanished,
and the anger and bitterness
were replaced by pity and
sympathy for the beggar's
lot, _Then fumbling for mo-
ney in his purse, he took out
an anna coin and dropped it
into the palm of the beggar.
At th-e end of the completion
of t_hls act of charity, a slow
smile spread on his face, and
his eyes gleamed as if a great

happiness had suddenly come
to him.

RAMAN was curious to know

what illuminating thought
had brought about such a
profound transformation upon
this man, who had been gloo-

my and sour a few moments
ago.

_A little effort of imagina-
tion gave him the clue to the
thoughts that must have pas-
sed in that mind, and his
subseguent reaction, on seeing
the blind beggar. This man
must be rejoicing that he was
fortunate in having sight in
at least one eye. The very
thought that haj he been
totally blind like t' .. Leggar,
he would have been forced
to life-long beggary, must
have terrified him. Instead
of grumbling against his fate,
he must have thanked his
stars that he had escaped the
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tragedy of the blind beggar,
and found consclation and
contentment in the fast that

_things might have been worse

for him, for all he knew. His
charity of an anna to the beg-
gar seemed to be his thanks-
giving to his Maker for the
mercy shown in having
gpared him the blind beggar’s
tragic plight. His contact
with the blind beggar brought
home to him that he ought to
be satisfied with his lot, and
it was silly of him that he

¥ should envy those who he

thought were
luckier.

appacently

NOW what about the beggar
and his thoughts ? The beg-
gar's woes were entirely due
to his blindoess, Raman
reflected, and surely he must
bas wishing that if he had had
sight, even if only in one eye,
he need no longer beg and pass
all his life.long days in penu-
ry and dependence. How he
must be envying all men who
were not tolally blind like
him, imagining that the mere
gift of sight was sufficient to
bring one all happiness!

As Raman was engaged in
these thoughts, his destina-
tion was reached, and he got

- out of the train. He lost cont-

act with Venu in the rush at
the exit. Haunted by the inci-
dents in the train, he walked
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home in a deeply meditative
mood.

AFTER having his meal, he

went to bed early. Lying
in the bed be hrooded over the
happeningsin the train. As he
now thought over them they
seemed to be pregnant with
profound meaning, emerging
from the coincidence of
the preseuce of all four
of them is the train,
his friend Venugopal, the
one-eyed man, the blind bag-
gar and lhimself, and their
reactions upon one another.
To begin with, he was being
consumed with envy of
Venu's success ; the one-ayed
man first envied him, but on
meeting with the beggar all
his bitterness and envy had
gone, bringing him counsola-
tion ; and lastly, the easily
imaginable thoughts of the
beggar and his envy of them

all.

It now struck Raman
that it was really foolish that
they should be bemoaning
their lot and envying one
another thus, little realizing
that there was no real cause
for such bitterness, for each
one of us had his own woes.
The thought that it might
have been worse should bring
consolation and help us to
enjoy and make the best of
what we already possessed,
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reflected Raman, It was
stupid and futile to grumble
and murmur against fate, ima-
gining that we are victims of
injustice and that others are
more fortunate. The cause
of most of our happiness was
due to our ignorance, which
was a thin but effective veil
which prevented us from
perceiving reality, But a
little deeper vision could
pierce through this veil and
enable us to see truth, and
attain happiness. The thou-
ght came to him that while
with one hand God lavishes
gifts upon certain individuals,
he also snatches away some
with the other, as a counter-
balance, lest these men
should become haughty, cruel
and tyrannous. And with
equal justice, what is taken
away from man is restored to
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hin.x, by bringing him conso-
lation, lest he should be
plunged in unrelieved sorrow.

RAILI'IA}{ now realized tha
N all his envy of those who
e thought were more fortu-
nate, and the grudge he bore
against his fate, were all
unwxsdqm. He forgot the
great disappointment of his
ffulure to realize his ambi-
tion, and sought consolation
and contentment with what
lge already had. The heavy
urden weighing down his
sorrow-laden heart now lift.

ed, and he fell into a deep

sleep of peace, the kind of

which he had never known

befora, . x
E 3

—(Continued from page 25)

educate yourself to do this
quick previewing every time
you go out. It takes only two
minutes at best, but be sure
{.ou concentrate, and visua-
dlse. what you wre going to do.
uring those two minutes.
And it may save you hours in
wear and tear afterwards,

All inteligent peo
good memories. pYol:zl:s l:;:;
not be functioning as it
should because of neglect or
becauqe you simply have not
learned how to put it to best
use. Make use of your assets
n.gid discover how much more'
; oient, popular and general-
¥ happy you will be. +
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VIRGINIA KNOX curled up

in & corner of the sleek
lesther seat of the convertible
and closed ber eyes on the
twinkling lights of the George
Washington bridge and the
New Jersey Palisades. She
wanted to concentrate —and
gloat.

T've done it, she thought.
I've surprised them! I've
brought home an eligible
man! And they loved him!

She opened her eyes fora
second and took a quick look
at the profile of

- P

Allan Gammage, g
man in her life. %J/Jaﬂb
Clean-out was the -

Siorsy

commercial artist, not very
long out of art school.

Allan gathered her coat,
bag, books, flowers and jars
of home-made jam from the
back seat. He followed Vir-
ginia into a diminutive lobby,
into and out of an even smal-
ler elevator, down a neat hall
and into an attractive five-by-
five foyer. There, he set
down the bag, shifted Virgi-
nia's coat to the chair, placed
the books and jam on the table
and reached for Virginia,

At that very mo-
ment, thebell rang.

the adjective that
best described that

- profile. Good nose, good fore-

head, lots of hair, lots of
character. She sighed happily.
That’ill teach my sister to
worry about me, to fuss about
me ' because I live alone—
all because I'm an artist, for
heaven's sake, and artists are
supposed to be characters.

She sighed again and dozed
off until they arrived at the
.rim little apartment building

7 just off lower Sixth Ave,

where she had been lucky
enough to find an apartment.
Virginia was a free-lance
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Virginia hesitat-
ed, stood for a mo-
ment with her hand on the
doorknob, then turned it cau-
tiously.

IN the corrider outside stood a

tall, blond young man with
crew-cut, merry eyes, casual-
type shirt, loosely knitted
wool tie and a handsome
tweed jacket.

He grinned and held out an
empty blue and white pottery
cup. “Just popped over to
borrow a little coffee—"’

Virginia frowned and shook
her head.

3—Feb. 57 33



"—and maybe a teaspoon-
ful, or so, of cream.”

“Bif —" Virginia pulled
herself together. ‘' I'm sorvy,
but you see I'm busy.”

She opened the door a little
wider to convince him, but
Bif moved right in.

HE nodded to Allan. “Hi!"”

he said, apparently undis-
maved at the sight of another
male. ‘* Y'know how it is—
ripped out the last page of a
hot story, got up, stretched,
reached for the coffee and all
T had was the sugar !”

“ Allan,” Virginia said
quickly, * thisis Bif Foster—
a neighbour. Bif, Allan
Gammage.”’ Virginia turned
to Allan. ** Bif’'s a free-lance
writer.”

“ Ah,” Allan said. WA
tricky business.”

‘““ You can say that again,”
Bif said good-naturedly.
““What's your racket ?"’

“ Insurance brokerage. We
package a deal—"’

““ Well, well,” Bif cut in.
* Solid stuff.” His eyes flick-
ed to Virginia. ' I see what
you mean,” he said.

Virginia promptly took the
situation into her own hands.
She spoke directly to Bif
Foster. ** You must have
some editing to do on that
story,” she raid. Her voice
was sweet, her manner smoo-
th, but there was an un-
mistakeable firmness in her
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gesture. She held the door
wide open. ‘““Don't let us
keep you,” she said.

She followed him out into-
the corridor, ' For goodness A

§ake," she whispered, then,
‘please !’

“Please what ?” Bif whis-
pered back,

“ You—you just can't do
this sort of thing!”

“ What sort of thing ?”

“Interrupt—wander in and
out any old time—act like
you—well—like you know
me ! Why nobody would ever .
believe you were just a neigh-
bour and had only lived here
two months!” She was ex-
asperated. “ And don’t look
at me as though I were an un-
grateful witch—"

“Who me?' Foster said,
apparently genuinely surpris-
ed. He was looking at her
for the same reason that a lot
of people had looked at her
and would look at her. She
had very large blue eyes shad-
owed with curling dark
lagshes. She had the kind of
nose most girls wished they
had ; the kind of mouth smart
girls make with lipstick, if it
didn't come naturally. She
had a creamy complexion and
softly curled blonde hair. She
had what a lot of men call
“everything.”

Bi¥ stuffed the cup absentlyy
into bis pocket, shook his

head as though he'd connect.

ed with a swift right to the
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Every man looked at her . ..

jaw and ambled down the
corridor to his own apartment.

week rattled by—a
Tilv}e‘:ek in which Virginia was
g0 busy she had no time to
relax and enjoy the new and
exciting state of being 1n love
with the right man.

What a week ! S_he worked

at top speed until Zﬂa‘nd 3

‘every MOInNing; by friday
" afternoon her right arm was
muscle-bound, her neck was

stiff and her eyes popping.

She dressed carefully before
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leaving for the advertising
agency. When she delivered
the folio full of drawings she
had a hassle with the art
director who demanded
several minor and, she
thought, picayuue changes by
Monday a.m. Though 1qward-
ly disheartened, she tried to
look cheerful as she wound
her way homeward through
crushing rush hour traf_ﬁc,
unaware of the admiring
glances she received from
passers-by. When she enter-

ed her apartment building she
35



longec} for nothing mors than
low lights, soft music and
Allan to lean against,

BUT Allan had been in Chi.

cago all week on a big insy.
rance deal. As she unlocked
her door, the telephone rang,

“Darling,” Allan said

everything’s fine. The dezll‘s‘
through and I'm hopping the
Century to New York—"’

Before Virginia coul

d
word, he went on. SRy 8

”—'-’a.nd I wanted to remj
you, he said, cheerfrlltxlllnyd
g.bout the date we've goé
with the Hendersons, at your
place, tomorrow evening."

“Tomorrow?” Viregini
said weakly. “‘Oh, noE'l'n e

“ITcan’t hear "
aid you,” Allan

.”.Ah, yes, tomorrow,” Vir.
ginia murmured.  She had
promised Allan he might give
a little informal dinner at her
studio! Allan lived in a men’s
club uptown with no facilities

for informal
T » Or otherwi
dining. wise

“Are you there? v
was saying. P Allan

“Yes, darling,” she i
What time tomorrow 9 ”S&ld.

“Five.

'
and hety, get there eaily

‘Bye, sweet.”

A persistent ringing i y
ears woke her the gne:%t; lglo};:l-
ing and she automaticall
reached out to squelch thscre
alarm clock., But the alarm
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had apparently been silenced
earlier—or—she sat uprights
appalled. Or—it had never
een set to ring ! "

thThe ringing in her ears was
he telephone. Brilliant sun-
light flooded the room and she
Was afraid to look at the
clock. She weaved to the

foyer and took up the recei-
ver,

u “Ginny!” Her sister prac-
‘}cally exploded in her ear.

hank re
PR goodnegs you'r

“What's up?” Virginia’
ginia 8
first thought was the children.

Her first thought was right.

“We brought ths children in
town to the zgo—""

“Yeg 2"

“AND then we planned to

leave th i ds
up at gy Setr_n—?’vnh the Boy

“But—" Kathy said drama-

tically, “little Marylin Boyd
as mumps | "

Virginia was afraid to ask

the ti.r,ne- “You've been to the
200 ?" sghe said. )

12:‘_C‘)'f course, Gin, it's nearly

The nightmar
moment. © bogan ot that

TBut the children loved it.
w(;;}r;my and Janey arrived
W V‘Ml.m.xmy and Daddy just
a8 Irginia had buttoned on
n mock over what she called

T 'painting pants’—a spat-
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tered but highly decorative
pair of rust-coloured dunga-

rees.

The children scampered
about in the mess but Virgi-
nis’s sister was astonished
and said so. Her comments
on Virginia's empty stomach
did not set a good mood for
the afternoon.

¢fF I didn't know you'd

been brought up better, I'd
certainly Dbelieve what I've
heard about
Greenwich
Village!” Ka-
thy turned to
her husband.

PR

uLet" g 0,
Jim. I only
ho pe Alla.n

never sees it
Jike this!”

Virginia
groaned, do-
wned a cup
of very black
coffee and
herded the )
children  off e
to the sup-
ermarket.

With Janey seated in the
perch for smallfry and T'om..
my manfully pushing, Virgi-
nia was loading the basket
with soft drinks and ice
cream when a voice from the
fairly recent past cut in.

“Ob—ho! A party!”

Bif Toster's eyes swept
from her hair-ribbon on to her
bare ankles.
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BOSS (to cleck): “This is an
important letter and we may
want it again. So don’t file

“Allan is giving a party at
my place,” Virginia said.

“Allan?”

“You met him last Sun.
day.”

““Ah—yes. Insurance.”
Virginia placed her hand on

the pushcart and pushed.

“C’m’on, Tommy," she said,

For one wild moment
around 4 p.m., Virginia didn’t
think she was
going to make
it. At4.20,just
as she skim-
med into the
bathroom to
dress, the
tension had
reached its
peak. She had
a brief 10
minutes to
slap on lip-
stick, run a
comb through
her hair, pull
on something
navy, twist a
small, brilli-
ant scarf around her neck,
glide her bare feet into the
nearest shell pnmups and snap
on a pair of exotic earrings
that didn't co-ordinate, but
didn’t need adjusting.
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THEY were the worst 10

minutes of the day. The
silence in the living rcom was
not precisely reassuring; she
was afraid to go back.

Then everything happened
N



at once. The bell rang, glass
crashed in the kitchen, some-
thing fell in the living-room,
and Janey shrieked terrify-
ingly.

IT was Allan at the door
who had started it all. The
sound of the bell had startled
the children so that Tommy
had dropped the glass he was
filling with water and Janey
had fallen off the chdir she
was standing on.

Allan, immaculate in a
beautifully tailored, bheauti-
fully pressed dark suit, crisp
white shirt—small patterned
silk tie, stood in the doorway
—appalled. He pointed.

““What,” }}e asked, without
greeting, “‘are they doing
here ?”’

“It's a long story,” Virgi-
nia said, picking up the
pieces. “Get the iodine for
me, will you, darling?" d

“When” Allan shouted,
‘are they going ?"”

“'After the theatre,” Virgi-
nia said. “"About 5.15 or 5.,,0,
I should think.”

“Five-thirty !’ Allan shot
out of the bathroom. “Do you
realize that Lois and Jack
will be here at 5 o’clock ?

“What of it ?” Virginia was
swabbing iodine on Janey’s

leg and Janey was shrieking
madly.

“What of it?”" Alian repea-
ted with a slighly different
inflectio.  “Do  you rea-
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lize—"" he stopped, picked up
an ash tray which contained
one half-smoked cigarette and
walked to the kitchen with it.
He did not finish the senience;
he started another. “You
will just have to do some-i
thing about them.”

‘‘Such as~—"’

“A mneighbour. Call some-
body.” He stopped. ‘“That
man—that Pif—"

“That man’s name is Bruce
Tlan Foster,” she said, She
rose slowly from the floor and
P'ook each child by the hand.

C'm’on, kids,” she said.

“Hurry,” Allan said, look
}ng at his wrist watch.
‘You'll just have time tO
dress.”

i

VIRGINIA turned and looked

at him from the door. She
said nothing. With Janey
and Tommy, she crossed the
hall, bit her lip, scowled and
rang Bif's bell.

The sound of typing stop-s
ped, there was a brief silence
and Bif appeared. “'Hi!' he
said cheerfully.

“Hi!" said Tommy and
Janey gleefully.

Virginia said nothing. She
was having difficulty remov-
ing her upper teeth from her
lower lip. Mutely, she raised
both children’s hands towal‘d‘g
her neighbour,

“Don’t say a word,” Bi
said. "I can imagine.”
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TheHendersons arrived pro-
mptly, which was too early,
but Virginia and Allan mana-
ged a relay system between
kitchen and studio and the
dinner ingredients progressed
slowly from the raw state.
This process was slowed
gomewhat by the araival of
Kathy and Jim fresh from
the matinee.

KATHY, looking every inch

the chic and proper young
matron, registered immediate
concern over the whereabouts
of the children.

“Where are Janey and
Tommy ?” she cried before
Virginia could give an expl-
nation.

Allan to ok charge with
businesslike speed. “They
are with a Mr. Foster—a—ah
—neighbour of Virginia's.”
He walked to the door with
Kathy, opened it and inquired
over his shoulder, of Virginia.
““Which apartment does that
fellow live in?”

“Eleven.C.”

Kathy sped out and the door
closed behind her.

The party was over. Vir-
ginia and Allan had just
finished the dishes. **I think
they enjoyed themselves,”
he was saying, don't you? "

Virginia nodded absentiy.

“Your sister looked stunun-
ing.”” Virginia placed the
trays carefully oa the table,
drew a deep breath and set her
lips in a very straight and un-

INDIA MAGAZINE

becoming line. ‘' You should
have married niy sister,” she
said quietly. I am the
wrong Knox for you.”

" Why, darling,” Allan
T“axd, moving towards her,
you're tired.”

" You're so right,” Virgi-
nia moved backward, deftly.
‘Tired and disgusted.”

“ Disgusted ! Allan reach-
ed for her. “ Oh, my dear,
what have T done ?”’

““ Not a thing,” she said,
backing still farther. “‘It’s
me. I'm disgusted with—"

“Tm afraid I don't under-
stand,” Allan said, slightly
on the defensive.

Virginia said,
““Good-bye, Allan.”

SILENCE and peace—of a
sort—surrounded her after
Allan had gone. At least,
she was at peace with herown
conscience.  Partly at peace
with her own conscience. She
thrust her jaw forward, There
was no  raoeson why she
shouldn’t be wholly at peace
with her own conscience—and
with her good neighbour.

gently.

She marched into the kit-
chen, removed a teacup from
the cupbcard., crossed the
studio living-room, the foyer,
the corridor outside and rang
the bell of apartment 11.C,

The sound of typing s:ryp-
ed, there was a brief si,cnce
and the door opened.

—Piease See Paz. 56
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THE scattering of galaxies

the habits of macro-mole:
cules, and the astounding
abundance of stars are forcing
those who ponder on such
matter to a further adjust.
ment of their concept of the
place and functioning of Man
in the material universe,

In the history of the evol.
ving h}lman mind, with itg
increasing knowledge of the
surrounding world, there must
have been a time when the
early tribes began to realize
that the world was not neces.
sarily anthropocentric-—cen-
tred on Man himself, The
geocentric concept of the tota)
universe—as centred on
Earﬁh*became a comni})l;
docl:trme'.ld'll‘his adjusting Was
only mi deflation:
the humans;go. RHionary to

The second adjustment in
the relation of Man to the
physical universe Was not
g‘eneral}y acceptable until the
Qopexnlcan revolution estab.
lished t'he heliocentric concept
& universe centred on the
sun, writes Dr. Harlow Shap.
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'l?'y in the TLondon ‘‘Sunday
limes.”

Man’s Vanity

Man‘is a stubborn adherent
%o official dogma. Perhaps it
18 more surprising that Man's
vanity, his feeling of his own
significance in the world did
not earlier releage him 'from
the heliocentric view. He
accepted the sun as the centre
notonly of the local system
of planets but alg of the
whole sidereal assemblage,
which was known by 1915 to

tontain hundred illi
of stars. eds of millions

fofh::;i wrgire several reasons

- sconception. For
example, the abgndance of
stars seemed to fall off with
dlgtance from the sun as
though it were central, and
spch.a. position brought ttl) us a
dignity not at a]] disagreeable.

_ The shift from the geocent
i;c to the h«;aliocentriég doubt-
im“ };ad some philosophic
turpa.cbm the sixteenth cen-
allyt'; ut not much. After
» the hot, turbulent sun is
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no place fer the delicate
biology in which Man finds
himself at the top.

Earth-centre or sun-centrs
makes little difference; but
then came the need for a third
adjustment, less than forty
yoears a g o—an adjustment
that should have deeply affec-
ted and to some extent distur-
bed Man's thoughts about his
place and importance.

Are We Alone?

It dug deep into his vanity
and self-assurance. He could
accept the Darwinian eviden-
ce of his animal origin, for
that still left him at the sum-
mit. But the abandonment of
the heliocentric universe was
certainly deflationary from
the stand-point of his positien
in the world.

The galactocentric universe
suddenly puts the Earth and
its life near the outer edge of
a great stellar galaxy in a
universe of millions of gala-
xies. Man becomes peripheral
in space; according to the
revelations of palaeontology
and geo-chemistry he is
recent and apparently ephe-
meral in the wunrolling of
cosmic time.

The need for a further jolt-
ing adjustment now rises
above our mental horizon—not
wholly unexpected by scient-
ists, nor wholly the result
of one or two scientific re-
velations. The theme 1};:,
of course, long been exploited

INDIA MAGAZINE

by fiction. Now facts sur-
pass the fiction.

Qur current problem con-
cerns the spread of life
throughout the wuniverse. It
touches the piquant question:
“Are we alone ?” :

From among the many
measures and thoughts that
promote this further adjust-
ment I select three phenome-
na as most demanding our
consideration.

The first refers to the num-
ber of stars. To the ancients a
few thousand were known ; to
the early telescopes a million,
and that astounding number
increased spectacularly with
every telescopic advance,..

Significant

Finally, with the digcovery
that the extragalactic nebulae
are galaxies each with its
hundreds of millions of stars,
and with the failure to “‘touch
metagalactic bottom™ with
the greatest telescopes, we
are now led to accept the
existence of more than 1020
stars in our explorable uni-
verse.

The significance of this dis-
covery, or rather of this
uncovering, is that we have
more than one hundred mil-
lion million million =sources
of light and warmth for
whatever planets accompany
these radiant stars.

The second factor, the ex-
panding metagalaxy, bears on
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the question: ‘Do planets
accompany at least some of
the stars that pour forth the
energy for living forms?

We now accept the observa.-
tional evidence of an expand-
ing universe. The rapid
expansion of the measurable
universe implies, as we go
back in time, an ever greater
concentration of these cosmic
units.

A few thousand million
years ago the average density
of matter in space was so high
that collisions, near encoun-
ters, and gravitational distur-
bances were of necessity
frequent. The crust of the
earth, radioactively measured,
is also a few thousand million
years old. Apparently earth
and the other planets of our
sun's system were ‘“‘born” in
those days of turbulence.

Sunlike Stars

In similar fashion countless
millions of planetary systems
developed, for our sunis of a
very common stellar variety :
(in Miss Annie Cannon's
catalogue of stellar spectra

are forty thousand sunlike
stars).

Other ways in which pla-
nets may form, other thap
this collisional process, are
recognized. The contraction
of protostars out of the hypo-
thetical primeval gas, giving
birth on the way to protopla-
nets, is now an evolutionary
Process widely accepted.
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The disruptive.colli s ion
theory has al<y been much
favoured; but the stars are
now so widely dispersed that
collisions would be exceedin-
gly rare, so very unlfkely
that, we might claim uni-
queness for our planetary
system and ourselves.

.The expending-universe
discovery, how ever, has
shown the crowded conditions
when our earth wag born,

Passing over details to state
the relevant conclusions
mi{/ion.\' of planetary s ystems must
exist.  Whatever the methods
of origin, planets may be the
common heritage of al] stars
except thogse so situated that
planetary bodijes would be

swal}owed or cast off through
gravitational action,

Remembering our 1020 stars
aqd_the high probability of
millions of planets with suita-
ble chemistry, dimensions,
and distance from their nut-
rient stars, we can raise
the question: On some of
these planets, is there life ?

Qr is that biochemical ope-
ration strangely limited to our
planet, No. 3 in the family of
a run-of-the-mil} star, in the
outer_part of a galaxy that
coptgms a hundred thousand
million other stars and is but

one of millions already in the
records.

Is life thus restricted ? Of
course not, and we can accept
1ts wide dispersion still more
confidently when our third
factor is indicated,
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Bridging The Gap

t it briefly : Bioc}_le-
mirggrguand microbiology. W.lth
the assistance of geophysics,
astronomy, and other sciences,
have gone so far 1in brlgigmtg
the gap between the inanimate
and the living that we can tr;:;
longer doubt that whenevlgr he
physics, chemistry, a'nd clima
are right on a planet’s surface,
life will emerge and persist.

This has long been suspect-
ed by scientists. but the re-
searches of the past decade 1n
the field of macromolecules
has made it unnecessary any
longer to postulate miracles
and the supernatural.

astronomical demonst-
rat';li‘g; of the great abundance
of stars naturally leads to the
balief that countless plane.atf,l
have had long ar_ld V&l.‘lel
experience with biochemica

evolution.

sands of kinds of ani-
mar.Iik:m:ro known to develpp
neurotic complexes, that is,
“intelligence.”” 1t comes na;
turally. And there we m{)lst
end with the gimple, u
weighty, statement that thege
is no reason in the worldt 0
believe that our mental sgm-
ture has not been excelled by
sentient beings elsewhere.

t suggesting, of
coirsue!?thr;(; Homogis repeatgd;
There are millions of varlaI
tions on the anin}al theme. |
need not «smphasize the rele-
vance to philosophy and per-
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haps religion of this fourth
adjustment in Man's view of
himself and galaxies.

MEN ABOVE THE LAW

Why are diplomats exempt?

It all dates back 250 years
to Queen Anne, who assented
in 1708 to the Diplomatic Pri-
vileges Act. The Act, hurried
through to placate the fury
of the Czar of Russia at the
arrest by his Ambassador (an
illuminated copy was even
sent to him), regularised and
defined what had been gener-
ally accepted practice. It
conferred exemption _frqm
local eriminal and eivil jaris--
diction, from taxation a.nd
rates, and from having to give
evidence in any court, on all
Ambassadors and Mmls?ers
and their servants. writes
Touis Wulff in ' Evening
News."

This Act still gives fg:e—
ign diplomats, their wives
and children, members of
their staff and their servants
immunity from the law.

But it is only a limited im-
mupity. If an Ambassador
commits a murder he cannot
expect to escape _scot free.
even if his victim is Ambas-
sador of & rival Power and he
pleads it was all in the course
of official duty.

Mayor’s lntervention

In any case of serious crime
the Government to which he
is accredited would ask his
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home Government to recal]
himm immediately and deal
with the offence under their
own laws,

Heads of missions—Ambag.
sadors and Ministers—claim
the right (though it is rarely
exercised nowadays) of try-
ing members of their guite for
crimes committed in the coun.
try to which they are attach.-
ed.

In the days of James I a

member of the
French Embas-
8y killed an
Englishman in
a brawl. When
the Ambassad-
or, the Duc de
Sully, heard
what had hap-
pened he sent
for the culprit
and made him
-confess. Then
he sent a mess-
age to the Lord
Mayor, requ-
esting the im-
mediate loan of
an execution-
er, as he had
condemned the
offender to be
beheaded.

The Lord Mayor thought
the Ambassador too hastry
and too severe, and asked
for the eculprit to be handed
over to him instead. Later
the man was pardoned by the
King.

Most questions of diplo-
madtic privilege are bound up
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== =T 1 Proper

** Sorry for that,

yvith motoring offe '
mt;erna:tiona.lg usagges'a,g;g::
accredited to the Court of St
ames can ignore speed limits.
parklng rules, angd lightin '
regulations, Vet it is unuf
ual to see s “‘C.p.* car goin
down the Mal] at more thang
sedate thirty mileg Per hour.

Limits To Privilege

thAt“ dlplemats are instructed
¢ ab their persona) inviolabili-
¥ depends on @ correctness
of their own
conduct, angqg
that to obey
the l'a,wa of the
Oreign count.
IY 18 part of
their job as

2 I'epre-
sentativey of
elr own,

Mattors like
freedom from
customg duty
and  taxation
(including .
Come and gypr.
reciprocal bas.
18 and mean
& correspond.
10g saving ip
salarien

€xpenses. The [J' g, Am -

on pa
%&Jge_s or rates ; norpdoyess tﬁo
British Ambassador in Wa he
Ington, and so on, o

: master. Wijy
you kindly hand back that
lime basin ?

Even in custo
limits to diplomﬁ:' there are

An Ambasaadox, for example
tun of wine'
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(252 gallons) with paying
duty. But a mere Minister
must be content with ten
gallons.

The houses, or flats, they

" and members of their staffs

live in rank as ’* extra-territ-
orial”, which means legally
they are regarded as part of
the country from which the
diplomat oomes.

Police, tax-collectors and
other officers of the state are
debarred from entering in any
circumstances unlessf they
have obtained permission
from the Ambassador first.

Purpose of Immunity

But an Embassy must not
be used for imprisonment of
ite own countrymen. That
principle was established in

London in 1896 when Sun Yat
Sen, the Chirese revolution-
ary leader, was kidnapped
and confined in the Chinese
Legation, to be sent back to
China for execution. The
Foreign Office forced the
Minister to release him.

The purpose of diplomatic
immunity is to enable the re-
presentatives of foreign coun-
tries to fulfil their duties in
the right atmosphere of inde-
pendence and with the full
support of the courtesy due
to them as guests of the
nation.

Arguments for pruning the
long list of those above the
law in Britain must therefore
be weighed against the dis.
advantages we might suffer
in some foreign countries if
the same rule were applied to
us.
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Indic’s Uncient nggeous_

By RAGHUNATH HADKAR

THE term Ayurveda is deriv-

ed from two Sanskrit
words ““Ayuh” meaning "'life”
and ‘“Veda” meaning know-
ledge or science. Literally,
therefore, it is strictly analog-
ous to the English term
“biology " (bios-life ; logos-
knowledge). But, whereas
biology merely indicates the
science of life, Ayurveda
means the science of life
coupled with the science and
art of living, the greater acc-
ent being on the latter part of
the definition.

The first object of Ayurveda
is to maintain and promote
the physical, mental and spi-
ritual health of the individual
and the community. The
second object is to prevent
disease and to treat and cure
it when it appears.

Life is two-fold; animal and
vegetable. Both these major
divisions of life are legitimate

subjects for the Ayurvedic
treatment,

The maintenance and pro-
motion of health are assured
by the observance of the daily
and the seasonal routine
which covers the dietary, the
general mode of living and
the behaviour of the indijvi-
dual. The work on the daily
routine deals with early rising,
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non-suppression and regular-
isation of the urges, care of
the teeth and the tongue,
sternutation, various types of
gargles for the care of the
nose and the throat, massages
and baths, modes of wear, the
care of the hands and the feet,
the necessity of shaving,
avoidance of harmful foods
and intoxicants, regular meal
hours, rest and sleep, housing
and disinfection, avoidance of
such strains as result in her-
nias, haemorrhages, cleanli-
ness of surroundings and of
drinking water, toilet precau-
tions, keeping clear of insects
and moths, etc.

‘THE seasonal routine of

Ayurveda makes a very in-
teresting, enlightening and
useful study of the need of
adjustment of daily routine
according to the changes :of
the temperature moisture, air
and other climatic and atmos-
pheric variations during the
six bi-monthly seasons of the
year.

A person strictly observ-
ing these rules is expected
to develop immunity to seas-
onal diseases and epidemics
and attain a long and he&lthfi
life. Special individual aln
communal measures aren‘::;_’
borately described to Goum“é
forestall and prevent
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diseases on individual and
mass scales.

Ayurveda recognises four
types of diseases, namely {a)
adventitious (cuts, bites,
stings, accidents, infections,
injuries etc.) {b) physical (en-
doctrino-logical, nutritional
functional, organic, etc.), (c)
mental (greed, avarice, jeal-
ousy, fear, anger desive ete.)
and (d) natural (the bondage
of birth, death, natural hun-
ger, thirst and sleep).

Roughly speaking, the ad-
ventitious disease is treated
surgically, the physical dis-
ease medically, the mental
disease psycho-analytically
and the natural disease spiri-
tually.

USRUTA mentions 125 surgi-

cal instruments which were
in common use in auncient
India. The dissection of dead
bodies was obligatory and
major operations like craniot-
omy were performed with

great dexterity and skill.

Apart from surgical inter-
vention, a large number of
Ayurvedic cataplasms, plas-
ter, ointments, oils, lotions,
and other external and local
applications are exceedingly
effective and are utilised with

* great success in various ad-

ventitious disorders.

The Ayurvedic approach to
the treatment of the physical
disease is best described by
the brief yet comprehensive
aphorism: ““The wuse of
drugs, diets and practices,
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jointly or severally, contrary
to the cause of the disease, to
the disease, cr to both thae
cause and the disease, or
similar to the disease, similar
to the cause of the disease ; or
similar to both, resulting in
relief, is known as the treat.
ment of the disease,”

§T will be clear from the
above aphorism th at the
Ayurvedic physician officially
and textually fully accepts the
principles of allopathy, home-
opathy and naturopathy as
alternate Ayurvedic appro-
aches to the problem of health
and disease. All the three
categories, the drugs, the
diets and the practices are
very vast. The chapter on
emetics and purgatives alone
describes 600 combinations of
drugs. The practices include
exercises, baths, massages,
ete. and these items run into
hundreds of varieties,

Mental disease and mental
hygiene in Ayurveda do not
have exactly the same signi-
flcance as they have in the
allopathic medicine. It will
be more correct to translate
the “'manasika roga' as moral
disease and ‘‘mansika roga-
pratibandha” as moral
hygiene. Even here the diffi.
culty of giving an exact ren.
dering of “manasik roga’ in
modern medical terms con.-
tinues to persist. Menta )
hygiene in modern texts
covers merely the subject of
mental defectiveness such as
is seen in idiots, imbeciles,
cretins and other feeble-min.
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ded individuals. The modern
limitation of the term ‘moral’
is well illustrated in the fol.
lowing definitior of the moral
defectives: “"Moral defectives
are persons in whose case
there exists mental defective-
ness coupled with strongly
vicious or criminal propensi-
ties, and who require care,
supervision and control for
the protection of others.”

THE modern concept of mo-

ral ill-health being confined
to merely pathological mental
states, it is natural that the
modern system of medicine
should overlook the impor.
tance of true moral and
ethical values of human
behaviour inthe establishment
of general peace and hap-
piness and in prevention of
world-wide suffering caused
greed and avarice of men.
Moral hygiene, for the mod-
erns, is merely a synenym for
“mental hygiene”. The devel.
opment of higher mind and
cultural approach to life as
described at length by the
Ayurveda as a ‘‘specific pre-
ventive measure” against a
number of personal and mass
evils falls outside the scope of
other “pathies” and is exclu.
sive to Ayurveda,

The Ayurveda has enlarged
the concept of prevention,
En.ume?ating the causes of
epidemics e. g. infedtion of
common factors like ajr, water
and soil, and vitiation of sea.
sons, Punarvasuy goes a step
furthe: when he says that
‘adharma” or “asatkarma "
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(immoral or improper behavi-
our) slgo leads to epidemics.

Moral hygiens, therefore,
as totally distinct from men.
tal hygiene, is an integral
part of the Ayurvedic concep-
tion of the prevention of
human ills. A bad morality,
asserts Ayurveda, cannot be
conducivs to peace and happi.
nesg of the community and
vitiates even the normalcy of
the elements of nature, the
qualities of the soil and the
produce, and even the 86a50.
nal phenomena like rainfall,
heat and cold.

] The treatment of the mental
dlS?lSO in Ayurveda consists
mainly of awakening of the
mind to higher values through
medication, realisation of
truth, bringing back into the

conscious mine the suppressed
memories.

.Tho subject of natural
disease is foreign to every
medical system
Ayurveda. The natural di-
sease is described as the
bondage of birth, death, and
natural hunger, thirst and
sleep. The treatment prescri-

p‘ed _is spiritual and not
medical” in nature.

AYURVEDA is a progressive
. science. Its own contriby.
tion to world medicine is co-
lossal, If the Vaidyas could
devise 125 surgical operations
20901 yearsl ago, they can cer-
ainly replenish their surger

today. Thers is no ;llopﬂ;‘hig
homeopathic or nature cure
concept that runs counter to
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excepting

the basic teachings of Ayurve- |
da. Its broad base accommoda.-
tes all the subjects.. The pres-
cription of arsenic for syphi-

1\15 in the 16th century and of

/

inni ristian era
« beginning of the Chris era,
mégtals were pressed into
therapeutic service and Ma- |

“qarpagandha” for blood
prseaslspurge in the 20th century |
shows that they haye not lpst
the intellectual drive thqh
characterises the great medi-
cal achievements of their fore-

fathers.

HE pharmacopoeia of

A 6.
Avurveda was chiefly eon
ned yto herbal memees
during the time of Agnivesha
and Susruta. Later, at the

dhwaja, Brhidadvatachin-
]::;mni, gwarnasutashekharsa,

otc., remedies which leave the
‘moderns agape at their
therapeutic resu 1ts. Ata |

ubsequent  stage _foreign
;rugs like Parasika Yamam,
Akarakarabha, were introdu-

ced and safe and efficient

apeutic compound.s made
tfzrrlgrrn Et‘:hem. Bhava Mishra of

Kashi, in his famous treatise

“ Bhavaprakasha,’w  written
during the 16th century, devot-
ed a special chapteron syphlhs
under the heading “Phiranga-
rogadhikara”, i. e. the chapter

on the Portuguese disease. |

He was the first to prescri‘?e
mercury compounds for it,

and a little later, Trimalla

« Bhatta, author of the Briha.

dyogatarangini, first introdu- |

ced effective arsenic therapy
to combat this fell disease.
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1900 1957

57 YEARS OF SERVICE
LAXMI BRAND
ZAMA OIL

Best for Colds, Headache,
Cough etc.,

*
ZAMA RUB

Best for Colds, Headache,
Cough etc.,

*

ZAMA INHALER
Is best for Colds.

*

AMARCOSE
(GLUCOSE POWDER PURE)

Is the Best and the Cheapest
for Energy and Fitness.

*
ISMECITINE (C.A.F)
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ELLEN JANE SMITH'S voice

was gentle. “Mr. :Tan.-
n/er, please don’t get excited,
But I'm afraid you'd better
brace yourself for a shock,
;I‘hore's bad news this morn-
ng-I'

Tanner’s teaspoon clatt
on to the bed tray. Hig Sﬁffg
maned head lifted from it
nest of soft pillows. “Steve 9"
he guessed incisively. *“What
has he been up to now?"

“It wasn't your neph
thjs time, Mr. Tanner. pP?X
hise you won't get i
1 shan't tell yog gt

W Expert]
llen Jane, 'y Y
pillows behind G;larra.nged the

er employer’
lhruqken shoulders, pDe!;?lry8
she pqued up the spoon a.n(i
put it into Tanner's thin, frail
hand, He;: oWn fingers wers
cool and, like her voice ent-
le. She was a ver by

Y pretty girl,
v"Tha.nk you

smiling, *‘A)
got excited.”

')! 'Ta,nnel Sa,id'
l[lght. I won't

His glance Tested affect;

8
ately on Ellen Jane ho:et:?;] ;
g_vqr‘ 1113 t:bi:leakfa.st tray, Thg
1nlest of her move

sed a rebelljg R

ed Ion in which
g1F1 s splendid Young vitalti}t;le
triumphed over the whitse;

severity of her nurse's .

form. Tanner often thOlilgn}:;
it a pity that such beauty and
freshness should be harnesgeq
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to the care of a wheel.chair

invalid like himself.

“You'll listen quietly " she
asked.

Tanner chuckled. Ellen
Jane was as good as a tomic,
as zestful as a salt sea breeze
rushing into his secluded,
invalided life.

“I promise,” he said obedi-
ently,

She drew deep breath, ”ME:

Tanner, you've been robbed.
ébﬁor[ (ﬂsfommww”

By DALE CLERK

TMAAANANA AR NS

[NTO Tanner’s mind leap‘Od L

ismaying conjecture. ‘MY
stamps | " he exclaimed. He
sat bolt upright in bed. This

time the spoon fell on the
coverlet,

"It wasn't your stamp col-
lection, It waan't the silver

ware. It wasn’t anything
from the house at all.”

Ellen Jane bent over the
tray.
Was only inches from Tan-
Der’s thin, aged one. At clos®

Iange, the girl’ leame
strangely, glirl's eyes g
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Her young, pretty face .

He watched her from the bed . .,

“Your bonds are gone,”
she announced.

Tanner blinked incredulous.-

Ly, “My bonds?”

“Yes. Your bonds.”

““But they’re locked up in
the bank box.”

“Are they ?” Ellen Jane's

voice was no longer gentle. It
cracked electrically.

TANNER’S shoulders droppqd
"back into the pillows. His
slight headshake was a puzz-

led, helpless tremor. ““You
“&now they are. You saw me

put them back into the box
yesterday, after I clipped the
quarterly interest coupons,”
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“That is what you think.
But, Mr. Tanner, what would
you say if I told you, the
bonds aren't in the box now ?”

He started.

ELLEN Jane laughed. ‘‘It's

very simple. As you say,
we went to the bank yesterday.
Steve drove you in the car.
He lifted you out of the car
after taking the wheel-chair
from the tonneau.”

“But Steve didn't go into
the bank.”

“No. I wheeled you inside,
while he parked the car. You
signed an admission slip for
us to enter the vault., You
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gave the bank clerk your ke

He used both it and tyhe ba,nky;é
key to open the vault box.
Inside that was a black metal
box containing your valuable
papers. The clerk placed this
inner box on your lap and
then walked out, taking the
bank key with him. Do you
recall what happened next?”

“Yes,"” Tanner said, *
the lgonds from the bo'x. 1'19?1211(1
1 c.hpped the due coupons
while you checked the bonds
off the list. After that I put
them back into the box."

““Are you perfectly sure?”

“YES, Ellen Jane, I did. I

have a distinct memory
of closing the lid and handing
the box to you. You saw it
put away in the vault and
gave me the key."”

| Thg Sg{irl'shrugged, smiling-
y. ou've got it all w
Mr. Tanner.” one

“That's impossible!”

"I§ it? What did you use
to clip your coupons with ?”’

"Tpe bank provides a pair
of scissors for that purpose.”

““Where did you get the
soissors?”’

“Why, from that ccunter.”

”.No, youdidn't,”” Ellen Jane
said firmly. ‘‘I handed you
the scissors, don’'t you re-
member? "’

“Did you? Idon't remem-
ber.”
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“And, st the same time.”
the girl said, ‘‘Itook the boX
from your lap and put it upP
on the counter. That left you
with a lapful of bonds whic
after you'd clipped the cow
pons you reached up an
dropped omne by one into the

box. Now, don't you rememn-
ber ?

“Yes, but I don't see that if
makes any difference!”’

5 Eyllen Jane's eyes gleamed.

1%’d make a lot of difference.
Mr. Tanner, if there were twoO
of those boxes. The interior
boxes in the bank vault are

perfectly ordinary, black ena- .

melled metal boxes, I steppe
between you and the shelf to
reach ‘the scissors. I could
easily have traded the box
containing your papers for
another similar one. Then
you’'d have been dropping
your precious bonds into the
wrong box, wouldn't you?”

.”You couldn't do a thing
like that, Ellen Jane. You
couldn’t.” Tanner moistened "
his lips. “Anyway, the bonds
were in the box which went
back into the vault. I saw
them inside before I closed

the léd and handed that box to
you,”

THE girl shook her head.
You didn't hand it to me,
Mr. Tanner, I took it from
you., I was still standing
there at the counter where I'd
been checking off the listyy
That gave me an opportunity
to step behind your chair, and
an opportnnity to once more
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exchange the boxes, putting
the wrongone into the vault.

“you're joking. of course,”
Tanner said. He laughed un-
cortainly.

Ellen Jane did not laugh at
all.

¢¢J'LL admit it'sacleveridea,”

Tenner said. It wouldn't
really work, though. My bapk
box measures about five in-
ches by six inches by two feet
long. You could hardly walk
out of the bank with an object
that size under your arm. My
nephew was waiting at the
door, too. He'd certainly have

Anoticed.”

“Let me show you some-
thing, Mr. Tanner.” Ellen
Jane crossed the room to the
invalid’'s wheel chair. She
pulled away the blanket
casually draped over the
chair's back.

A low cry burst from Tan-
ner’s lips.

~ Tllen Jane's slender fingers

nimbly loosened two straps
fixed to the chair's frame-
work. ‘‘Perhaps mnow you
remember I fussed a bit with
your blankets before we left
the vault?” She smiled. over
the black metal box. ‘‘Here.
Open this.”

Tanner's trembling hands
obeyed with difficulty. A
_moment later he sighed over

wthe richly engraved papers

within.
“1 knew you were joking.
INDIA MAGAZINE

I wouldn't have dreamed
you'd carry a joke to any
such dangerous — Count
them."

AFTER miserable seconds,
Tanner looked up into the
girls’s face. ““There are only .

10 here, Ellen Jane.”

“Ves, ten—10,000 worth.”
She sat down on the side of
Tanner's bed. ‘‘You see I'm
not such a fool. 1 realize any
legitimate broker would be
guspicious of me if T walked
in and tried to dispose of a
fortune in negotiable, unre-
gistered bonds also, I'm aware
that legitimate brokers’
records are available to the
revenue department. I'd have
to deal with a fence who
would only pay me a quarter
or a fifth of the securities’
value. And even then, it
would be dangerous for me to
gpend the money, since the
loss would be discovered the
next time you went to the
bank. That's why I decided
to do business with you Mr.
Tanner.”

AN
+ O; P |—TA L
@ \,\f\}\sv@“ ©
Bl
N

Hospital Doctor (to visitor) : Our
new clerk is very smart. He
put up that placard !”
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in wondering silence, Tan-
ner's eyes were fixed on the
girl's pretty face.

“I've brought you these
bonds so you can take them
to your broker and get $10.000
for me,” Ellen Jane said.
“I'm willing to accept that
mueh in exchange for the rest
of the lot. And there isn’t
much elge you can do but
accept the offer.”

“T might call the police.”

“ow, Mr. Tanver? You

can’t even get out of bed
without my help.” Strange
that Tanner had ever thought
her smile charming !

Smiling she said : “Why, if
" a policeman walked into this
road this minute, you couldn’t
prove that I took these bonds
from the bank. It would be
your word against mine, and
I imagine I'd make a fairly
good impression on a jury. It's
‘doubtful, you know, whether
the doctor would let you risk
appearing in court.”

“You believe you' ve thought
of everything, don't you?”
Tanner asked sadly.

“I've been thinking about it
& long time, Mr. Tanner. I'm
not blind to the chance you
might arrest me, and you
might send me to the peniten-
tiary. Against that, though,
is the absolute certainty I'd
never tell where the other
bonds are. You'd rather lose
$10,000 than sacrifice your
life savings, wouldn't you?” ;
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You've overlooked oné
thing. 1It's all out Sof the
question,”’ "

“ Why ?”

“Ican't ask my broker 'f};’;
$10,000 in cash., He'd know at
once something was wrong.”

—

.. Ellen Jane’s eyes gleamed.
‘You are going to tell him
something is wrong, Steve in
ajam. You need this money
to buy him out of it.”

“Yes, I suppose he’d be-
lieve that. Anyone would
believe it. The bank would
advance ¥10,000 on these sec:
urities,”” Tanner said. ‘‘ Bud
how do I know you'll return
the other bonds once you've
got my money ?"’

“I already have your
money, haven't 1? So you're
running no additional risk,”
she pointed out grimly.
wouldn’t settle for $10,000
would I, knowing that by
double-crossing you, I'd be

sending you straight to thg..a
police ?” € l’]

““That’s true. You wouldn't?”
:ll‘anner compressed his lips.

But suppose I notify them,
anyway as soonas I have my
property back 9

THE girl stood up, confident- =

ly. “How long have T taken
care of you, Mr. Tanner ? "

“Two years, isn’t it 2"

1 1 4 -G"
That's the answer. A nuréd

gets to know a patient inside

and out in far less time than
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that. I'm sure if you say it's
a bargain, it's a bargain.

“ It's a bargain,” Tanner
yielded ghakily.

¢] xkNOW you'd be sensible,"”

cheerfully, Ellen Jane took
away the tray. Her hands
were as coolly gentle as ever
as she helped her patignt
dress. The morning sunshine
found the customary smile on
her lips as she wheeled Tan-
ner outside. Usually on fine
mornings she wheeled him for
an hour in the suburban park.
Walking briskly today, she
needed rather less than an
hour to reach the suburb’s
branch bank.

“*Tell them you took: the
bonds yesterday. But t'he
party Steve’s _mixed up with
demands cash.”

A frowning bank official
shook his head at Tanner's
explanations. ' It's the worst
kind of the folly. Still, the
boy's your nephew. As far as
the money is concerned, these
bonds are selling above par
and the bank couldn’t ask for
better collateral. .I suppose
you prefer small bills ?

“ Rifties,” Ellen Jane said.
“‘Ten thousand dollars in 850
bills will go into my handbag,
won't it 2"

The banker glanced at her
curiously.

“Mr. Tanner thinks. the
money will be fa.r‘mor_e hl;ely
to reach its destination if I
handle it rather than Steve.
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Don't you think so, Mr.
Tanner ?'' she appealed, with
the banknotes in her handbag.

" Ask the man to let us in-
to the vault again?” Ellen
Jane said.

Just as he had done the day
before, the bank clerk unlock-
ed the box with both keys,
and drew from the interior a
small black box which he
placed across Tanner's knees.

“Open it,"”” The girl’s voice
was tense now.,

Tanner raised the hinged
lid. He peered inside, swal-
lowing.

¢“You tricked me. The other
bonds were here at all
times.”

"I wasn't taking any chan-
ces. Steve might have walk-
ed into your room this morn-
ing. He might have called
the police.”’

“You didn’t use two boxes?"

“ No. I simply stepped be-
hind your chair and took off
the top of 10 bonds. Then I
tucked them into your blan-
kets. I gambled. I could do
it that way and I won.”

€ Dld you ?n

“ Mr. Tanner, you can't get
out of it. I didn't say the
bonds weren't in the bank. I
asked what you'd say if T told
you they weren’t.’” Her voice
had grown strained. ‘I never
said I did it with two hoxes,
what 1 said was, I had the
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épportunity. I did have the
opportunity. It was the truth,
every word of it."”

Queer, twisted notion of
truth !

¢AND was it true,”” Tan-

ner asked, ‘I would never
gee the bonds again if I had
you arrested ?”

** 1 didn't say that, either. I
simply said I wouldn’t tell—
and you'd rather lose ten
thousand than lose it all. You
can't go back on our bargain.”
—She cried warmly, ‘just
because I'm cleverer than
you.”

Tanner said: ' I'm not com-
plaining. The longer I listen
to this, the more I consider
that I got off cheaply, on the
whole.”

His thin fingers sought
. under the bundle of bonds.
From inside the box he pluck.
ed a foolscap sheet. It tore
raggedly, as he ripped away
the signature. The remainder
he handed over to the girl.

Ellen Jane’'s eyes flinched
from the page — and were
drawn back irresistibly only
to flinch again from the para-
graph: ‘‘After the payment of
the aforesaid One Dollar
($1.00) to my nephew Stephen
Tanner — I give, devise and
bequeath all the rest and
residue of my property — to
my devoted nurse and faith-
ful friend, Ellen Jane
Smith....”

Tanner's fingers went on
tearing the signature of his

o6

will into tinier and tinier
pieces of paper. ‘Yes, that's
what I thought you were
worth. Ten thousand dollars
was your price, your own
valuation of yourself. And]
you're the one who knows
best about that, aren’t you?
But as far as I'm concerned,”
he heaved a resigned and sad-
dened sigh over it all, ‘‘ ten
thousand dollars is a cheap
bargain, just as you said.’

(€opyright)
RIGHT MAN : WRONG GIRL !

—Continued from page 39

“Don't say a word,” Bif
Foster said. ‘T can imagine.” "

“Just popped over to
borrow a cup of coffee—"
Virginia started to say.

¢“You did not,” Bif said. He
crossed the comfortable
room and beckoned to her.
You came over to relax. Sit
down,” he said, indicating the
wide, modern sofa. ‘' Take
off yomr shoes and forget it.”

Virginia did as she was told.
She had never been so happy.

Bif sat on the floor at her
feet, stretched his long legs
toward the fireplace and lean-
ed back with a sigh,

“ Tell me about it—if it'll
make you feel better,"” he said.

“Well — it was kind of
simple, really,” Virginia said.
Allan was the right man, all
right. But I was the wrong

girl,”
(Copyright)
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ROUBLE came when he least
T expected it. A slight lack
of caution sent Valeri Poka-
tayev tumbling into t}le deep
scalding bath. He did man-
age to break the fall and grip
the edges of the bath; strain-
ing his strength, he hfpad
himself on bis arms as high
as he could to protect his neck
and head from burns.

All that happened after-
wards was like a nightmare,
1t seemed as if he were watch-
ing the agony of a perfect
stranger, until flashes of un-
endurable pain brought him
back to reality.

However, real pain, never-
ending, unabating pain which
drove sleep from his eyelids,
came later, in the white hos-
pital ward where he spent the
one hundred and twenty-three
long days and nights d}n.'mg
which a hard, ix}termlttent
struggle was carried on for
his life. That struggle was
directed by Dr- Naum Abram-
ovich Polyak, head of the
surgical dep artment.

‘When the surgeon examir}ed
his patient he had lomo_thmg
to make him think. Eighty
per cent of the surface of his
body was scalded, mainly
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with third degree burns. The
patient lost consciousness.
lapsed into a delirium, moan-
ed, called for help. But drugs,
expert medical attention and
good care seemed of no avail.
The young man’s strength
was ebbing. Death sesmed
imminent. It remained to try
one means: grafting live
tissues on the scalded spots.
The surgeon resolved to try
that operation.

But where was he to get
the live tissue? In order to
save Pokatayev several people
would have to donate a portion
of their skin,

“THE YLC’ers should be

approached in the first
place,” reflected the surgeon.
*'They would not leave a com-
rade in troubles ...

And he took his problem to
the Komsomol Committee of
the  Chelyabinsk Tractor
Plant.

" Valeri Pokatayev's life
is in danger,” declared the
surgecn. He will die, un-
less his comrades help us
save him.”’

The surgeon warned that

‘the donors would have teo

undergo a painful operation,
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They would have to stay out
of work for three weeks and
report to the hospital for dres-
sings. Lastly. the operation
would leave scars on their
bodies.

VERA Stoyanova was not

deterred by that. When this
blonde woman with sparkling
eyes learned that she was in
s pogition to save the life of
the youth who was a total
stranger to her she offered
her help at once. Time and
time again did she look death
squaraly in the face during
the war years. Caught by
the Gestapo she was convoyed
to the execution grounds
together with other prisoners
- of war; the sudden appear-
ance of a Soviet marine unit
saved them from the firing
squad. Perhaps the memory
of that had prompted Vera
Stoyanova to act with such
speed when she learned of
Pokatayev’s condition. She
was the first to tell the
surgeon ;

‘“ Take my skin, please !”

The next to volunteer on
the same day was Oleg Cher-
tishchev, a young fitter. A
rather quiet, unassuming, con-
giderate lad, one of those who
let their deeds rather than
their tongues do the talking,
he was rarely heard speaking
at meetings, and when he did
his speeches were very brief.
Combining work and study
(he is attending the evening
school), Oleg had learned to
value every minute of his

o8

time. He even managed to
save some 15-20 minutes of
his dinner interval for read-
ing. Hardly had any of his
fellow-workers known that in

spite of his preoccupation,’

Oleg found time to compose
verses into which he poured
his deepest feelings. . . .

Volodya Kostromin, a 19-
year old YCL'er, volunteered
for the operation with his
usual sincerity and kindness.

“I'm young,” said he, ‘‘and
any wound ia likely %o heal
fast on mel.."”

During the operation he'a

told the surgeon :

¢“You need not have any
scruples, take a bit more
of my skin. Upon my word, it
does not hurt in the least!™
And to make it sound more
convincing, Volodya screwed
his pallid lips into a smile.

Nordid Masha Pyatakova,
a transport worker, take time
to make up her mind. A
small, frail-looking girl, with
big eyes and two thick braids}
she was troubled only by the
coming conversation with her
mother. The latter, employ-
ed as a drill operator in the
forge-shop, had been accust-
omed to consider her daughter
a weak little girl. and she
‘v‘rould, of course, be vexed,

Never mind, she'll under.

stand,” thought the girl, her'

courage undaunted, in spite
of a slight feeling of anxiety.
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She offered her help, .,

There was no anxiety in
the mind of Ivan Zhdanev, a
gas welder. A tall, strong,
athletic looking man, he is
very fond of the accordion
which lcoks like a play-thing
in his powerful hands. He
brought home from t1:19 Baltic
Fleet (he was demobilized re-
cently from the navy) many
beautiful waltzes and delight-
ful songs. The sounds of his
accordion  aftract  young

people to the clubroom during:

the dinner interval.

N that day, as usua_l,
7Zhdanov was playing his
accordion at lunch time.
Music did not prevent him
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from hearing the convarsa-
tions around him. One of the
boys next to him was talking
excitedly about Valeri Poka-
tayev's condition and said
that several YCL'ers had
already agreed to donate their
skin.

Zhdanov finished playing
the waltz and went straight
to the office of the 1 - -isomol
Committee.

“LLET them take my _.kin,”

said he. ‘‘See, how much
of it I have! " :

News of the noble conduct
of the young workers spread
like wildfire through all the
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shops. The telephone at the
surgical department was buz-
zing constantly; everybody
wanted to know how the
operation had come off; wor-
kers inquired about the condi-
tion of the patient and his
saviours: Vera Stoyanova,
.Masha Pyatakova, Oleg Cher-
tishchev, Ivan Zhdanov and
Volodya Kostromin.

Nurses were busy receiving
the presents

ray of sunshine on his face
and opened his eyes. There
was thought in his glance.
His mind had at last ceaged
wondering in the maze of
nightmares.

With a gentle, barel x-
ceptible tough twist ch fgr-
geon lifted the edge of the
bandage and saw that the
wound was healing. That
set the youth on the way to
recovery.

brought for
_ the gick youth
and his fri-
ends.

I¥ the day

immediately
after the ope-
ration the
condition of
the patient
was still very
grave, almost
hopeless. He

Although
they ware or.
dered to stay
In bed and
walking was
still a painful
Process for
them, the five
of Valeri’s
friends man.
aged to sneak
Out in Ord.l

had received

to 100k at the

eight hundred BOSS (to injured employee jn =~ Miraculous

square milli-
metres of
skin. There were sceptical
peeple even among the medi.
cal workers, to say nothing
about others, who were inclin-
ed to eonsider the operation a
failure in advancey and the
aggravation of the patient's
condition immediately after
the operation was received
by them as confirmation of
their pessimistic forecasts.

Life gained the upper hand.
The crisis was over in the
afternoon of the third day,
The youth felt of a sudden a
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hospital) : « Well, well, Laksh- o U rrection
man, don’t you try to getup! >

they themgel.

ed to perform, ves had help-

THE heat of o sum

was broken by Wargazhg:vy-
ers which quenched the thirst
of the dry 80il. The water
covered with drops of dew the
shlmng bedy of an S.80 trac.
tor which had just come dowp
the conveyer of the plant.

I looked up the
] you -
?le in the small parkngnptelge
t;;zlteory ggounds during lunch
8, and we talkeq
whlle.. Strictly sp:aki?gr ;
was just listening, lett'ing
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Valeri and his five friends do
all the talking. I watcped
the frank faces and smiles
playing on their lips as tl}ey
discussed their forthcoming
trip to the South (accommo-
dation had already been
gecured for them at the health
resort), the examinations that
Oleg Chertishchev and Ivan
Zhdanov would soon be taking
at the institute and other

questions.

VALERI looks well. There are
no scars on his handsome

face; he is calm and cheerful.

“We should like to teach

eople to perform .h eroic
geeds...." wrote Maxim Govky
many years ago in his letter
to Romain Rolland,

Wisdom Of Ages

E that rides a tiger can never
dismount.—Chinese proverb.
sk s B

A womap’s tongue .is three
inches long, butit can kill a man
six feet high,—Japanese.

* ES B

Who answers suddenly, knows
little,—French.

% B3 *

Love is ike a diamond with
a flaw in it; it is precious, but
imperfect.—Persian.

’ E3 B B3

In the desert all men are ene-
mies until they are proved to be
friends.—Arabian.

W S *

Put your band quickly to your
INDIA MAGAZINE

THE time is here when

heroism has become part and
parcel of everyday life, when
the most ordinary, unassum-
ing people, such as the rank-
and-file workers of the Chel-
yabinsk Tractor Plant, Oleg
Chertishchev, Vera Stoyano-
va, Maria Pyatakova, Ivan
Zhdanov and Vladimir Kost-
romin, are performing lofty
deeds which disclose the
beautiful inner world of the
Soviet man, his humaneness
and great modesty,

I should like to address to
those glorious five workers a
message quoting the follow-
ing words of Maxim Gorky:

“There are splendid people
in Russia, you belong to
these splendid people!™ , «

The World Over

hat and slowly to your purse.—
Danish,

* *

Select your wife with your ears
rather than with your eyes.—
Russian,

Love your mneighbour, but
don’t pull down the fence—
German.

ik *

Don’t play with eggs on a
rock.—Nigerian,

* x *

We can'’t help the birds of sor-
row flying over our heads, but
we needn’t let them nest in our
hair,~Indian,

61



ON his first job as a news.

paper reporter, poet-jurna.
list Eugene Field worked for
an editor who was a stickler
for accuracy. Field, too
imaginative to be confined by
factual reporting, repeatedly
submitted stories which bore
little resemblance to the
facts, The editor finally
threatened fo fire him if he
did not reform.

The following day, Field
was sent out cover a meeting
in the civic auditorium.
- When he handed in his story,
the editor pounced on him.

“How many people did you
say attended that meeting 7’

‘“ One thousand.”

“Then what the devil is
the idea of writing that 1,999
syes were fixed on the speak-
er?”’

" You said you wanted the
facts,”’ replied Field. ‘‘There
was a one-eyed man in the
audience!”
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A Young eager delivery.boy
] for a food shop was leav.
Ing work ong Saturday night

Wwhen the bogg ¢ i
was fired, 88 told him he

, _ Fired o F}}e screamed.
_Bu egenheimer—
d1.dn,t I work hard today ¢
Dld_n t I sweep the floor and
polish the counter and shar.
pen the knivey and make al}
the deliverjeg and ‘wait op

customers apg .
clean .
dows andg . , 7 ithe win

“ Never mind,*’
Flegenheime-, Yo?x?;p%er(}
edi) You forgot to empty the
rubbish and Sweep the street
In front of the store.”

“ But Mr, Flegenheimer,

Wail d t L )
day o;f!"he boy. “I's my
DISCOVERY!

“ At first she was going t
turn him dowp on thg glilgung
that he hadn't g will of hig
own—then ghe found he was

likely tq b .
uncle’s,” enefit from hig
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ACTRESS Katherine Hep-

burn is not enthusiastic
about ocean travel, as the
dripping of a tap is enoug}_l to
.make her geasick. Some.tlme
ago, when she was to sail for
Europe, she booked a third-

class passage.

The head of studio Bubli-
city was horrified. You
can’t do this !"”” he protested;
““ g big star like you has to
travel first class. It's ex-
pected of you.”’

“I don’t care what's expec-
ted of me,” snapped Miss
Hepburn. “° Why should I
pay for first class when I can
be just as miserable in th’s’a
third class—for less money ?

WARNING !

‘“Pa,” said the farmer’s
boy, ‘I want to go tocollege
and learn to be a doctor. 1
think I'll study obstetrics.”

“ Likely you'll be wastin’
your time, son,’”’ replied the
father. ‘‘ Soon as you learn
about obstetrics somebody’ll
come along with a cure for
it.”%

DIDN'T KNOW!

Litle Mary came home
from the beach late and an-
nounced to her mother that
she had been playing with
another child all day. Her
mother asked, *“ Was it a boy

oragirl?”

“ T dunno, Mummy,” said
Mary, ** we didn’t have any
clothes on.”
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“How’s this ' agsked the

lawyer of an old and
feeble client. ‘“ You have
named six bankers in your
will to be your pallbearers.
Of course, it's all right, but
wouldn’t you rather choose
from friends with whom you
are oh better terms 2"’

" No,” said the old gentle-
man. ‘° Those fellows have
been carrying me for so long
they might as well finish the
job.”’

ON FIRE

Two drunks were driving
furiously late at night along
a road side by side with a
main line railway track.

Suddenly a steam train,
dark except for the locomo-
tive, flashed by them, going
in the opposite direction.

““Say,”” said one of the
men in the car, * did you ses
that little town we just went
through ?

" Yes,”” replied his com-
panion.

“ You know something ? I
think that first house was an
fire.”

OUTRAGED!

An efficiency expert had
died. Six pall bearers were
carrying the coffin out of the
church when suddenly the lid
popped open and the efficiency
expert sat bolt upright and
shouted. ‘' If you'd put this
thing on wheels, you could
lay off four men!"”
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THINGS had been very quiet
around the police station

for quite a while and the desk

sergeant was worried,

“I dor’t know what to
think I’ he exclaimed one
morning. ‘“ Here's a whole
week gone by and no robber.
ies, no murders, no drunk or
disorderly cases—and not
even a traffic arrest. If some.
thing doesn’t happen pretty
n%on, they’'ll be laying us
off.””

“Don’t worry about a
thing, Sarge,’’ said the cons.
table. ‘‘ Something’s bound
to happen soon. I've still
got a lot of faith in human
nature !’

NOT DECIDED

Johnny hurried to get the
evening paper. Tomorrow
was picnic day, and he want-
ed to know what the weather
forecast was.

““ Well, Johnny, what do
they predict?’ his mother
asked.

‘““They haven't decided
yvet,”’ said Johnny gloomily.

“ Haven’t decided ?”

‘“ No,” said Johnny. ‘It
says ‘Unsettled.”

REASON

“ Why do you think Steven's
book is a success?”

“ People whao haven’t read
it are beginning to say they
have.”
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WHILE in London on a visit,
Peter the Great, Tsar of
ussia, was taken to see the
Hall of Justice, Observing

& crowd in the corridor, he
asked his guide - e

“Who are all

these
people 9"
* They are lawyers, of
course,” was the reply.
“ Lawyers ! * i
the Toryers exclaimed

All these people !
I have only two lawyers in

my entire country, and I in.
tend to hang one of them as
soon as I get home 1 *

MORE FORTUNATE

Jol}n Barrymore was out
walking one afternoon, when
@ 8aw a certain notorious
snob approaching. He tried
to avoid the man, but the
other singled him out with a
hearty greeting: ‘' Good
afte_rpoon, Barrymore, You're
p,osmvely the only person
I've met today worth stopp-
ing to speak to.”

U Rea}‘ly," rejoined Barry-
more. Then you’re much
more fortunate than I am.”

VERDICT

“Ilove your daughter very
dearly, sir,” said the young
man. “ I would suffer deeply
if I ever caused her a mo-
ment’s unhappiness,”

“You certainly would,” -

replied the father, * That
girl is her mother al over
again, and I know,"
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Phort Ptory

SWARUP looked longingly at

all the beloved things in
the house from her pet birds
to the dirty dog in the strest
that came for some food from
her hands every day, How
she would miss everything!
She wiped the tears from her
eyes. The quiet and easy
life spent in that Ubungalow
for five years was suddenly
going to end. They were to
shift to a smaller house and

By SAGUNABAI MONSINGH

ment, His seven juniors
were ousted very recently
and the next turn was
his. That was way they
were shifting to a smaller
house. Anand wounld have to
wander about in search of a
job. His plan was to go first
to bis cousin in Bombay, stay
there for a month and then
proceed to his brother and so
on. Meanwhile, Swarup and
the children were to stay in a

i smaller
stay 1n sma
town for hou s e
the sake and live
of the on the
educa- little sa-

i vings in
:l%ne iof: the bank
boys.1od- quite
u cation, frugally.
lt( rrll : v); Swarup
was the had da.]—
vital th. ready
ing for planned
the boy, to cut
and both out g‘hee,
Swarup evening

ti ffin,
and An- Rhaa

and were determined to give
them the best education.

""Hven if we have no cash,
our duty is to get some loans
and spend them on their
education. Of course, the boys
will clear the debts, if we are
unable to do it,” Anand used
to tell Swarup whenever they
discuesed about the children,

A great cloud hung over
their heads and Anand was
expecting dismissal any mo-
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milk and the other luxuries
like theatre, hotel, etc. When
once she was attached to a
thing, she found it rather
hard to lose it and her affec.
tionate aund steady nature
refused to leave behind all
her old friends,

““WE can pull on for acouple

of months if we asll all
the heavy and costly furni.
ture. The rosewood chest of
drawers, cabinet, radio, type-

o—Feh. '57 60



writer, writing desk, and your
grandpa's old divan must be
sold first, I've asked my
friend to fix & price and take
them to the auction room. If
only your grandpa had left
you too a poition of his
wealth, we would not have
been =0 poor and could have
tided over the hard days
somehow... Well Il got
some work and we will vt he
well off,” Anand conscled his
sorrowful wife. Swarup lis-
tened to her husbani’s plans
every night for the lasg
couple of weeks. When

alone, she yearned for the
happy days that were gone
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by and wondered whether she

wouldgever have such an easy
time.

SWARUP’S grandfather was

very wealthy, When he

died, all his money went to the
seven grandchildren of his
two sons. Swarup got nothing
except a costly divan, used
by the old man with a few
lines ina scaled cover. “Keep
the divan safe with you and
fome day you will find it use-
ful. 1t brought luck to me,"’
Swarup was bitter and dis-
appointed. She thought she
would have the major share,
since the old man had pettad
her, being hisg only
graud daughter. Be-
sides. she was not
very well off and ill.
luck dogyed her foot-
steps all through her
marrvied life. Hence
the blow nearly kill.
ed her with disap-
bointment and gop-
row. Naturally she
shoved the divan ina
corner of the varan.
dah in her anger and
the children jumped
over it and tore it in
many  places. The
beautital ¢ yj mson
cover had faded to a
dull pink due to con-
stant expasure, to
sun and rain day and
night in the ver-
andah, The childran
sometimes  beat it
viclously and abuged
the old man, Swaru
used to laugh bitterly
at that apq joined
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with them in their fun and
malice.

a pleasant evening.
fiev;tt\!usbalr)ld hq.d gone to the
office and the children to the
gchool. She had‘alxe&.dy be-
gun to economise 1IN t)he
household matters and ev‘én.
ing tiffin was cut out. 9£
after preparing coffee, as i
was already four, S_warug
sat in her clox:ner c&alzg:?n

er plans on ain.
j&t:f)t:((:iehher]grandpa’s.unkmd-
ness came to her mind and
she remembered all the pet

names the old man had given
her when she was a child gnd
his promises of presenting
her all the costly jewels of
the dead grandmother, How
soon he had forgotten those
promises and what a change
she was to go through after
the easy-going life. If only
grandpa had left her some-
thing....The same old slogan....
Then the old divan came to
her mind. Yes, it nee@ed a
lot of mending before going to
the auction room. The torn
parts needed repairing and
she slowly got up to find
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thread and needle. She came
back with her work basket
and pulled the divan. Placing
it upside down to mend it
more conveniently, Swarup
examined the holes carefully,
It was then that she noticed
that there were four brass
buttons visible on the surface
of the underside of the divan
at the four corners. She pre-
ssed them one by one and then
suddenly the upper portion of
the divan that seemed to be
the cushion. sprang up on
thin brass hinges. Swarup
sat up in wonder. Then she
peered into the hollow of the
divan. There was a thick
card-board box in the centve,
immersed in wads of cotton.
She stood looking at it for a
long time excitedly. Slowly
her hands reached for the box
and with shaky fingsrs open-
ed it to find the diamond-set
bangles, earrings, chains, head
ornaments and other -little
stone jewels of her grand-
mother blinking at her in
their beds of velvet. She
carried it near the window to
have a goed look at it.

SO the mystery was solved.

Everybody bad wondered on
the old man’s death as to
what had become of grand-
mother's priceless jewels that
were doubtless old-fashioned,
but grandpa had a mania for
diamonds and emeraids and
he had amassed a fortune in
jewels, A fter grandma’s
death they were kept in the
bank for safe custody. When
the jewels were not mentioned
in the will, everbody thought
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that it was still in the bank.
But, on enquiry, the bankers
said they had been taken by
the old man a week before
his death. Tt was till then a
mystery to all the grandchild-
ren, more mysterious than his
indifference to his pet grand-
child Swarup. All were really
shocked to find that Swarup
got nothing but left out with
only a good old divan.

¢“POOR grandpa,” she murm-

ured sadly, tears gushing
out hot from her eyes. ** How
T cursed him all these days
and that too unjustly !”. She
wiped the tears and a strange
light was seen in her eyes,
and she sighed with hope and
relief. " Now I need not leave
my degu' house with its old
memories. TI'll make a velvet
cover for dear old grandpa’s
divan and keep it always
with me.” And, pulling the
brass buttons to their original

places, she took the box to her
roomn,

~ Anand returned home, de-
]gcted and weary. Swarup
did not speak for a while. She
was thinking how best she
could surprise him,

"By next ¥
shift to the
friend, (g

riday we must
new house. My
npat, has fixed a

little house with tap and
light.  The only thing is
there ar ,

e only two ivi
rooms. By the by, hav;w;gg
mended the divap ? Tomorrow
all t'}'xe f}n'niture should be car-
ted,” said Anang resignedly..

Swarup did not s
peak.
husband looked at h::[ ieri{t:x-:
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bly. The clock :truckn::;fﬁ;
ussy got up uneas
?xflodmﬂfl;;ep cha}jir and stretched
her body, preparatory to
mewing for food. The stregt
dog barked twice to warn
that he was awaiting his food.

“T think I'll keep the divan.
I cannot part with it. Aite}:
all, it is grandpa’s legacy,
Swarup said guietly. Anand

looked up, amazed. ‘Since-

have you got this pre-
ZVJ)I:IISI idea ? Grandpa’s legacy
indeed! Do you know,that
the wretched divan can’t b?
put inany of the small rooms?
Keep out of these fOOlIS}’I’
whims and fancies for once,
Anand remonstrated angrily.

13 .. be merciful. I'm

O:I()duesa:d to this house that
1 can’t live in any other. Also
I can't part with any of the
things. Itis nota fancy but
an honest wish,” Swarup ad-
ded calmly.

“I'm afraid you have comp-
letely gone out of your mind.
Too much worry has  upset
you,” Anand S.Lﬂd gerlously
and looked at his wife com-
passionately. At_ that mo-.
ment, he cursed h_lm_Self ) fox
his bad luck and his inability
to mend matters, to his poor
wife’s satisfaction, smote him
hard.

Swarup, sensing bis thou-
ghts and sorrow, looked at
him mysteriously and dartegl
into the room. She was back
in a minute with a box‘ and
placed it in Anand’s hand. He
took it, still thinking that
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Swarup had gone crazy.
Though he had no wish to
open it, he was puzzled at the
way Swarup looked at him.
Atlast he opened it and star-
ed at the jewels with wonder
and awe. For. he had naver

seen smch beautiful jewels in
his life.

“WELL Grandpa had kept

all grandma's jewels for
me in the divan and that was
why he wrote that cryptic
maessage along with it. What
utter fools we were not to
give more attention to the
divan iun spite of his wish to
keep it always with me. The
mystery had eluded us all
so long. Oh, how we cursed
the poor soul for his genero-
sity ! After all, my share is
worth three tiimes more than
atl the shares of others,”
Swarup said proudly.

Anand’s f ace brightened
up.  God is great,  True,
when one door cluses another
opens. Now we can live
comfortably until I get an-
other job in cuse I lose my
preseint one. Swarup dear,
God is always with you.
Yes, you need not move from
this house. I'll get you a
tailor to make a new velvet
covering for the divan. Let
us keep it always. Three
cheers to dear old grandpa,”
Anand said cheerfully.

“And three cheers to the
good old divan too.” Swarup
added and both laughed.

_Tl{e_g_lock struck eight and
—Piease See Page 75
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- DECIMAL WEATHER

Even before introduction of
the naya paisa, due with the
next financial year in April,
the enthusiasts for decimals
have taken advantage of
recent enabling legislation.
From January 1, India’s we-
ather bureaux have started
issuing their statistics in the
metric system : Centigrade for
temperature ; millimetres for
rainfall. The subject chosen
for priority may seem an odd
one. Many countries employ-
ing a decimal currency, or
even other decimal measures,
still use Fahrenheit for some
sorts of temperature; espe-
cially for elinical purposes,
the greater spread between
freezing and boiling points
has advantages; its ratio, nine
to five, must now rapidly be-
come familiar, the interested
also remembering when to
add or subtract 32, the Fah.
renheit ‘* zero . But it was
perhaps supposed that those
who take an intelligent inter-
est in the weather have more
time, or mathematical ability,
at their disposal than most,

Even so it was prebably luc-
ky that the rainfall returns
have hitherto been in maost
places nil ; this at least defers
the evil day when those ma-
thematically rusty must also
attempt the operation of divid.
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ing by two point five four, to

convert millimetres into
inches,

Some familiar landmarks
will disappear. An announce-
ment that the temperature is
a hundred in the shade will
hardly be equalled in conver-
sational horror by the infor-
mation that it has reached
37.7  (recurring). Weather
temperatures of a hundred
will, indeed, henceforth be
unknown even in the hottest
summer heat of the plains—
unless a volcano or an atomic
nucleus gets disconcertingly
out of hand, whereafter those
present will not be in acondi-
tion to do much telephoning
to Poona. On the other hand
th_e rainfall at Cherrapuniji
will, expressed in millimetres,
PLove an even greater source
of satisfaction to local pride.
Medical obscurantism, of the
type which on principle
refuses all information about
his own affairs to the patient,
will be powerfully reinforced:
for consider the shock of his
suddenly learning that his
temperature is 37—and there.
fore that he is, by previous
§'ta.nda.rds. & candidate for the

quick freeze” variety of
tpa.tment-without the addi-
txonu‘l‘ reassurance that this is
now "normal.” Yet it may be
suspected that the o'd.fashion.
ed who share Lord Randolph
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hill’s attitude to ** those
g::rllrr(:ed dots’’ will not find
discussion of the wegyhen
seriously incommoded. , We
have two seasons here,” they
will continue to declare, ""Hot
and very hot.”

— The Statesman.

THE OLDEST PROFESSION

In what way Woulq it be
possible, if it be possible at
all, to abolish the oldest pro-
fession in the world from a
State or its people‘{ 'Ihe
Uttar Pradesh Legxsl.atwo
Council, confrontgd with a
private membsr’s bill to mp.ke
prostitution illegal, has just
decided that whatever else
might be the way of doing so,
a legal ban is not. The
Government, in fact, 111'a.de
such a thumping case against
the bill that the mover wasin
the end content to withdraw
it—evidently persuaded of the
truth that any attempt to ban
prostitution would be to try
and treat the symptoms ins-
tead of the malady. What,
then, are the causes of the
malady ? The quakers made
s bewildering variety pf gues-
ges, some of them quits bad.
One member suggested that
at the back of the spread of
prostitution in this country
lay the refusal of the women
to ‘‘observe the moral restric-
tions prescribed by the an-
cient rishis.” The same
member also suggested that
monoganiy was another cause
of prestitution; by barring a
dissatisfied husband ' from
taking another wife, 1t drove
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him to brothels. Another
member {who oppased the bill
on the ground that a ban on
prostitution would constitute
a violation of ‘‘the “‘funda-
meital freedoms guaranteed
in our Constitution™) decls-
red that the women were the
root of the evil. A woman
member was quick, of course,
to counter that it was the
men. She also made the
interesting poiut that it was
wrong to tnink of prostitutes
as being morally degraded—
they were no more so for sel-
ling thsir bodies for money
than most men were for
selling their souls for money.
She called for a psychological
change in the approach to the
problem, and suggested that
the shedding of this ‘‘false
morality” was essential for
suck a change.  Yet another
mewmber drew a distinction
hetwecn what he called “‘pure
prostitution’ and some hidden
and indirect forms of it which,
he said, had come inte vogue
as a result of the ‘““craze for
“film stars.”

It fell to the Minister for
Social Welfare to steer the
debate to a more practical
level, and to suggest thag
poverty and outdated social
customs were probably the
two greatest causes of the
problem. What is more im.
portant and heartening, he
was able to show how these
two causes had Leen tackled,
with some success, both at
the Centie and in the State.
Social reform had been effec-
ted in the form of a provision
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for daughters to share in the
_ property of their parents.
Widow remarriage was not
only being allowed, but en.-
couraged. Rescue homes
were being planned for reclai-
med women. These are
undoubtedly steps in the right
direction and will go a long
way in combating the evil of
prostitution. As the econo-
mic condition of the country
improves, facilities would no
doubt be provided for fallen
women to change over to a
life of respectability and
. honour. A legal ban on pros-
titution could do little if these
other conditions of society
were left unremedied. The
thing to do is, not to make
prostitution a risky profes-
sion, but an unnecessary one.

~—Times of India.

DHEBAR SPEAKS

The first thirty paragraphs
of President Dhebar’s speech
at Indore are a philosophical
treatise that would bear scrut-
iny by practitioners of abstr-
use discourse. We all agree
that progress should not be
conceived ‘‘in terms of more
material prosperity.”  but
let us be frank, and realise
that no plank in the Second
Five-Year Plan can be achi.
eved through emotional
appeal. The actual business
of Congress had concluded
in advance of the presiden-
tial sermon. Cynics may go
the length of saying that pro.
ceedings 8o far had been an
endorsement of what Pandit
Jawaharlal Nehru had proud.

(£

ly drafted for formal accept-

ance, like God pronouncing
creation good. The first
theme was the application
of the Congress rubber-stamp

on the election manifesto :

which after a few verbal
changes in the Subjects Com-
nmittee had heen finalised, a
dissertation of nearly 4,000

.words of familiar exposition.

The second item in the
agenda consisted of a jubilant
approval of India's foreign
policy formulated and
implemented by the Prime
Minister as the spectacular
event of the year. Thirdly,
there was implicit in the
ﬁt:st theme an expression
o‘t. welcome for the Second
Five-Year Plan which had

beer_l slready in force since
April last.

Mr. Dhebar catalogues the
large number of problems
confronting the country in its
economic development. and
In praising achievements, he
says that ‘“‘recorded history
contains few parallels of per-
formance to equal what has
been achieved in India under
the Congress regime.” And he
pleads that ‘it ig necessary
that the people should undez-
stand the record of the sger-
vice of the Congress.” On the
eve of the election, suych an
appeal ought to he impressi-
vely addressed, and with
greater brevity, whereas the

President’s gpeech is tediously °

iscursive, ar on
poverty
alnd unemployment,” is a fine
slogan but there are at least
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¢ million educated unemploy-
ed to put a query-mark at the
end of the phrase. As for
poverty, the latest survey of
the Reserve Bank reveals that
the average amount of de_:bt
borne in India by a family
(which practically means an
individual) is Rs. 283, or Rs.
300 as a round figure. Rightly,
Mr. Dhebar dwells on the
democratic obligation of .epd-
ing disparities and e_qua.l]slng
opportunities. W hi 1 e com-
mending the achievements o_f
the First Five-Year Plan, it
is time that we admitted fai-
lure on the food-front after
the official boast that Infila
was on the eve of exporting
cereals to famishing p.eople
abroad. Any wrong estimate
of results is as dangerous as
the false estimate of resources
to subserve targets fancifully

framed.

Officially, we are on recon-
struction with heavy mt_iqst-
ries at the base, a decision
which at least has got the

merit of a bold

which they are committed in
order to preventany coercion
involved in the use of the
legislative lever. ‘' The
people must be prepared.”
he remarks sententious-
ly, 'to utilise locally
available materials wherever
it is necessary.” Irrespective
of any solemn resolve people
habitually do s0. We are as-
ked to practise ‘a human
approach’ and he contends
that " the most urgent need
is to reform a co-operative
department.” Here also the
Government and the people
need not be lost in any
eddies of controversy be-
cause it is commonplace, In
his vision, the Congress,
Indian democracy, the
State, and the people, are
all one and the same. And
so he is happy that * those
who left us have joined with
us.”” It is a monumental
piece of monolithic politics.

—Deccan Herald.

WORDS AND

and positive am-
bition for the
people, with all
its economic
strain and cur-
rent difficulties,
but for political
saints like Mr.
Dhebar, the up-
lift contemplat-
ed for the mass-

WORDS

Hamlet told
prosing Poloni-
us (who was a
politician) that
the Princc was
reading words,
words and no-
thing but words.
Whether it was

es does nob
blend well with

an aspersion on

THIEF (to wife): “ Youwait, all  politicians

il the shops close or an ‘< nuati-

vodaya- dear, until t
th?n SaIBl(l)ooga.n down. Iwillget youa very on on zar-
(;)l;ogr-ammo to fine sari ! ” rulousn: of
73
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all old men s not
certain. However, Hamlot's
words are applicable to the
politicians of this country—
both young and old. The
number of words spewed out
daily by our politicians on
topics ranging from the fore-
ign exchange gap in the Plan
to the necessity of renovating
our ancient monuments is
astounding. Whether Par-
liament is in session or not,
whether political melas are
held or not, the politician
finds some pretext or other on
which he can pompously hold
forth to his helpless country-
men, If the Finance Minister
is serious about discovering
fresh sources of income, lat
him tax the politicians for
- the speeches they make. A
very nominal rate per hun-
dred words will raise enough
money to finance the Second
as well as the more ambitious
Third Five-Year Plan.

It seems others in the coun-
try are following the politici-
ans’ example. Last week the
women of the nation met in
conference. They told their
sisters what they should and
should not do. They even
told men what they should not
do, so that women can do
what they want. Who can
prevent them expressing their
mind? Besides their birth-
right, they can now flaunt the
Constitution before you in de-
. fence of their right to talk.
The historians met after the
women. History by itself is
not very ominous but when
historians run helter.skalter

4

in panic, men and women do
becomie nervous, especially

with a historic election in the
offing.

The Ayurvedic physicians

ave in confarence in the south
of the country., The doctor
and the teacher work in con-
junction, They even supple-
ment each other in a fune-
tional way, [t was but nat-
ural that the doctors joined
the teachers in affirming that
all was wrong with the world,
The rationalists who also call
themselves humanists are al-
ready in  conference. The
middle classes are meeting in
a day ovtwo. This, we warn
you, is only the beginning. If
you don’t want to be drowned
in the flood of words, as the
political parties held their
election rallies, you ca mig-
rate to Andamans.

The spoken word has al.
Ways had its attraction. It
18 not definitely known whe-
ther it was a man or woman
who uttered the first word.
One thing is certain. That
Person must have been a poli-
tician or at least a social
Worker was a woman. That
force}s ue to the inevitable
conclusion on the identj
the first talker. ty of

Even making an allowance
far the avowed Propensity of
the expansive eastern rind to
talk in turn and out of it, the
most heinous vice that has to
be tackled in this count.y is
thg practice of giving advice,
It is esseutial for the success
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of the Plan in the sense that
talking time can be converted
into working time.

— Bharat Jyoti.

NEW HOME

—(Continued from page 69)
the three boys rushed in noi-
sily for their meals. T}}ey
noticed the unusual beaming

faces of their parents and
wandered.

¢()H, my children! We need

O not shift from this QQar
house since Grandpa has given
us a fortune,” Swarup cried
in happiness.

“You mean grandpa ha's’
sent it from heaven mother?
asked the youngest boy.

” illy, TI've found a

fortzg: iisige thde di'»'ulel}n'lot
iri it today.

:;?r?llxz;ﬁv we abused the dear
soul. What shall we do now
for the great wrong done to
him?"” Swarup asked them
seriously.

d
“Just forget the past and
think of spending the moqeyt

cried the youngest audacious-

ly.

““Shut up. When we talk
geriously, can't you koep‘
quiet? We do not need your
advice,” said the eldest boy

- and looking at his mother he

ted that it would be
;:Etg :g enlarge his photo and
place it in the hall.
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" And put garlands every-
day,” added the second.

“All grand ideas but I sug-
gest a good picture first
thing. What is your idea ?
Now, now, why these unne-

cessary tears, Swarup?”

Anand remarked on seeing
that she was crying.

SWARUP bhad to cry at the

injustice done to the memo-
ry of the kind-hearted soul.
Anand smiled and said, ““The
greatest tribute one could
offer is tears of regret. The
peculiar qua'ity of them is,
that they can wash away the
animosity of even a life-time
in a moment. Boys, your
mother has washed away the
past mistake and injustice
with her tears. Now, let us
decide the play.” Swarup
could not but laugh with the
others at that remark. . . .

“ You must be glad that our dog
has taken a liking to you !
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F a girl has talent the chan.
ces are she will get ta the
top in show business. If she’s
also lucky she may rise tq
fame overnight. Like Shirle
Jones, the 22-year-old blondz
star of ‘““Carousel.”

Mer only acting expari
had been second élea.dp?rlxle;:&)e
when she walked in on a New
York agent, brandishine a
letter from her singingoteav
cher. The agent signed her
Fol.lo’wed ten weeks' intensive
training and she stepped ihto
the r'qle of Laurie in the filpy
of Okalhoma, " writes Ali.
son Barnas in ““Tit.Bits.”

Darryl F. Zanuck saw the
rushes and, without testing
her, gave her the plum part

in "Carousel.”

April Kent, the sparklj
» the sparkling
daughter of June Havoé ;33
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HOLLYWOOD'S NEW
GLAMOUR GIRLS*

Her name wag

niece of ‘(}ypg
another giy} Yy Ros
grade—in u fo

e Lee, is
who made the
rtnight,

Film Contract
April ma

with Larryde a film for TV

i Sterch, the ¢
. ome-
Irlleel‘ A'couple of UniversaeL
Inational talent scouts

saw it, liked the look of

and invited L April -
or

screen test in Newt'(x)'oﬂtmk. 5

weeks later - Two

. 8T came the offer .
gév% up TV and sign :riﬂto

niract.  She did—ang i
s0on be ge vou'll

eing her in
[Intghuardeq Moment” vg‘i};}:
Sther Williams and G
ader. | eoree

Actually, the tr

took about ansformation

81Xty minutes,
Donna Leg
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ine Mutiny” 9 %

Hickey and she was seventeen
when, after working as a
chorus girl in the famous
Copacabana night club for six
months, she decided to try
}hex Juck in Hollywaod.

Nothing much happened
until she became one of a
hundred girls being intervie-
wed by Columbia for the only
young feminine role in “The
Caine Mutiny.” In competi-
tion with & number of
experienced actresses, she got
into the final dozen, was
given a script and told to
study a scene in it for a screen
test the next day. Thabeve-
ning she called in a friend.
‘Poter Lawford, who rehearsed
the scene with her.

Changed Her Name

Just an hour after the test
was run in the projection
room the decision was made:
Donna TLee Hickey was to
play May Wynn. She also
changed her name to that of
her first important screen
character. But it was no flash

" in the pan. May Wynn is now
a well-established actress,
her latest picture being - “The
Man Is Armed.”

On the other hand it’s taken
seven years for Vera Miles, a
shapely, green-eyed blonde

. whom Alfred Hitchcock des-
cribes as “‘an earthy Grace
Kelly” to get to the tep.
You'll soon be seeing herin
“‘“The Searchers,” with John

¥ Wayne, in ‘23 Paces to Baker
Street’’ opposite Van Jeohn-
son, and in “"Auntumn Leaves”
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yvit'h Joan Crawford—which
isn’'t bad going for a girl who
never wanted to act,

She was quite happy work-
ing in a telegraph offire until
she started winning beauty
contests—aund so got to Holly -
wood under the first of seve-
ral confracts which never
produeced any vparts for her,
Now <he s under contract to

Alfred  Hitehcoek and  stilt
studving for a degree in her
spare time,

With Longest Less

Another ¢irl to whom fame
came so suddenly that she’s
«till pinebing herself to make
sure it's true is eighteen-year-
old Gia Scala, an Irish-Ttalian
heauty with chestnut hair and
all the grace and poise of a
hallerina. Gia was studying
drama and going in for TV
quiz shows in the hope of
winning a cash prize to pay
her tuition fees when an
enterprising agent puta talent
seout an to her. A world.-wide
hunt had been going on for
four months to find someone
for the vole of Mary Magda-
lene in ‘The Galilcans."

Gia was whisked off to
Hollywood. given a screen
tast and~—though she didn't
get the part—she was signed
to a long-term contract. Her
first screen appearance was
as the alluring daughter in
“*All That Heaven Allows”
with Jane Wyman and Rock
Tudson, and she will be seen
in “Four Bright Girls.”

i



Then there was glamogpus
Julie Bencdic, known as the
girl with the longest leg_s in
show business,”” who’d given
up hope of ever gettiqg into
films because she’s.sm feet
tall, when a girl friend was
wanted for the gian? prize-
fighter, Miks Le.n‘e, in “"The
Harder They Ful!.” Producer
Mark Robson spot_ted the
ex-Ziegfield girl dancing al a
Lasg Vegas club and realized
she was just right. Mgst
girls only come up to the six.
feet-ten giant's waist,.

Kstablished sta Is—an d
sometimes their families, tpo
—have a happy knacl; of dis.

ering unknowns in unex.
;z‘étecli fpots. Nicole Maurey,
a French charmer vyxth au-
burn hair, owes her dlscovgry
for Hollywood films to Bing
Crosby, who chos?‘hgr to co-
star with him in thtl_e Boy
Lost,”” after 1nterv1ew1x}g
hundreds of actresses in
Paris.

Most Beautiful

Jane Howard, a pert little
redhead, whom you've seen
in “The Benny Goodman
Story.” was working as a
bookkeeper a nd retouching
artist in a photographic shop
when Red Skelton wandered
in to buy some film. He wag
so impressed with her that he
arranged intetviews for her at
sevaeral studios. Result: an
M-G-M contract and_ a”ﬁlm
debut as a native girl in ‘‘The
Picate’’ with Gene Kelly.

It was Mario Lanza's
seven-year-old daughter (ol.
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leen who spotted Sarita Mon.
tiel, the TL.atin beauty who
competes with Joan Fontaine
fpz the singer’'g love in
Serenade"-und wins him iy
the end. QOpe Sunday morn..
ing Lanza ang his four child.
Len were reading the news-
bapers when Collgen stopped
at a picture and exclaimed,
‘This is one of the most
beautiful girls in the world—
next to Mamag,* Marig looked,
agreed and took the picture
to the studio, A cheek revea-
led that Sarita had made
many Moexican and Spanish

pictures and one American
one, Vera Cruz.”

Quick Fame

But twenty.year.old Victo-
ria Shaw, from Australia,
must surely hold the record
for quick fame, One her
second day in the United
States she was signed up by
Columbia, immediately cast
as the hero’s second wife,
Chiquita, in ‘"The Eddy
Duchin Story™™ op Posite

Tyrone Power, then shuttied .

off to New York on location,

HARD ON INDUSTRY

The most unexpected and
surprising item in the new
taxes announced by Shri
T. T. Krishnamachari, the
Finance Minister, was the rise
in the import tax on cinema-
tograph films. This tax has
been raised from 41/%2 annas
per foot to 8 annas per foot,
writes the Bombay correspon-
dent of ‘Cine Advance.
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One does not know how
much difference this tax would
make to the national revenue;
but one does know that this
tax would almost put an end
to all efforts to import films
from countries other than
U.S.A. or Britain. For this
tax would raise the price of
one imported print of a fore-
ign film from Rs. 2100/- to
Rs. 4000/- calculated on an
average length of 8000 ft. And
with the release of non. Holly-
wood films so difficult, it is
doubtful whether economic_al-
ly, the importers of foreign
films would find it profitable
to pay the raised duty and
continue their buslqess_. One
of the prominent (_11stfr1but9rs
who has been negotiating w1'th
several FEuropean countries
told me that as a result of the
increase in import duty he
bad decided to call off al! ne-
gotiations that are not likely
to be fruitful.

Surprising

e Indian producers are,
horgvt:aver, not affected by this
tax; and some of them even
might welcome it. But even
those producers who are mak-
ing colour pictures Wh_lch are
processed and printed in fore-
ign laboratories will have to
bear the new levy as they too
import exposed film. As are-
sult, the cost of each colour
print would go up consider-
ably and almost become un-
economical.

Ta this case, at least .the
federation should lose no time
in impressing upon the _1_4“m-

ance Minister the necessity of
exempting the film made in
India but processed abroad

from the additional burden of
tax. ‘

In any case, it is surprising
that our film producers who
lose no opportunity of criticis-
ing the Government’s taxation
policy have so far not regis-
tered any protest against the
new taxation on cinemato-
graph film which also, in a
way, affects them.

HERE & THERE

Musical instruments of
Burma, Indonesia and Japan
are to be introduced into an

Indian movie orchestra as an **

experimental measure.

Vasant Desai will soon be
going to ths Far East to make

a study of local musical in-
struments,

This experiment is for Raj-
kamal's ““ Do Ankhen Bara
Haath.”

* *

it

The Story of the Blue Jac-
kal, a juvenile film based on
the folklore of Bengal, is
awaiting early release.

The performers are juven-
iles, most of whom have ap-
peared with animal magks.

Moni Bardhen, a noted dan-

cer, has composed the dances,
whille Ranjit Roy has pro-

vided the musical score.

This 1,000-ft. short is the
first of & number of children's 3

films to be made by the State
Government.
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Readers are welcome to express
their views on any subject they like,
They must, however, be briefand to
the point.

LETTERS INVITED \

GOOD STORIES
S fond of short stories
I am very fond of shor 0
either Hindi or English. One day 1
Was purchasing some Hindi journal
hen my eyes fell on ** India Mag-
azine > kept for sale. I bought the
January issue and asked the agent
to get the back numbers. But he
told me that all the old issues were
sold out.

1 must say your periodical is a
good short story Magazine. Act-
unally it gives more pleasure to the
readers.  If possible please set
apart a separate page for questions

and answers.
-7

Banaras Him Prasad
Hindu University, } Dhakal
FINE GET-UP

Sir,

Your Magazine meets the require-
ments of many readers who want
¢ good stuff’. For itis a lustrous
package of short stories, skits, car-
toons and other attractive features.
The get-up is also fine. The
Magazine, no doubt, is moderately

v\fpr'\ced.

One cannot but congratulate the
publisher, who is presenting the
readers with such a rich repast
every month.

Court Peth,

Berhampur, D. J. Patro,

. . ’ ',FM S L.
- NICE TIM O e

My hearties @gratulaﬁgﬁs to
you .on the %’ellencc of" .your

=3

Last week, - whefnb l-was going
round in the Cannaught Place your
Magazine cover page attracted me.
So 1 purchased your December issue
and went through it completely, In
one word | must say your Magazine

is very decent and it covers all the
fields.

Sir,

Magazine,

Really I spent a4 very nice time
overit. I am determined not to

miss any more issues of your Mag-
azine,

New Delhi.s. K.S. Raju.

TRUE WORTH
Sir,

Although with the least interest |
purchased your December issue,
after going through it fully, I find
it is really worth so much that my
words are inadequate to describe it.
1 have no doubt when once readers
happen to go through it, they will
not fail to purchase the subsequent
issues.

My hearty congratulations to you,

Mangalore, M. S. Menon.

FORCEFUL

I read your Magazine cvery
month from March, 1956. [ am
pleased with the forceful language
of your “India Muagazine.,” 1 dare
say that it will be one of the very
popular publications in due course.

Tekisetipalem. P. V. Raghavulu,
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